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PROLOGUE. 


ern 


Written by Mr. Davos vw. 


OW wretched is the Fate of thoſe who write ! 
Brought muzled t0:the Stage, for fear they bite. 

Where, like Tom Dave, they ſtand the Comiman'Foe; 
Lugg'd by the Critique, Baited .by the Beau,  _ 
Tet worſe, their Brother Pocts Damn the Play, 
And Roar the loudeft, tho” they never Pay. 
The Fops are proud of Scandal, for they cry, 
At every lewd, low Charatter, —That's I. 
He who writes Letters to himſelf, wou'd Swear 
The World. forgot him, if he was not there, 
What ſhou'd.g Poet do'? Tis hard for One © » 
To pleaſure all the Fools that wou'd be ſhown : e 
And yet not Two in Ten-will paſs the Town. 
Moſt Coxcombg. are not of the Laughing kind, 
More goes t0 make a Fop, than Fops can find. 

Quack Marus, . tho he never took, Degrees 
In either of our Univerſtties ; 
Tet to be [ſhown by ſome kind Wit he looks, 
Becauſe he plaid the. fool. and writ T hree Bocks. 
But if he wau'd be. worth a Poet's Pen, 
He muſt be more a Fool, and write again: 
For all the former Fuſtian ſtuff he wrote, 
Was Dead-born Doggrel, or 3s quite forgot ; 
His Man of Uz, ſtript of his Hebrew Robe, 
Is juft the Proverb, and As poor as ob. 

| AY One 


One wor'd have thought! he-cox Y 20 lng 7g; 5. 
Brat Arthur was ai Level, Job's Bog-- Ca 
T here, tho" he crept, yet flin he kept in ſight; 
But here, he -founders in, and finks down rioht. 
Had he prepar'd us, and. been dull by Rule; 
Tobit had firſt been turn'd.to Ridicule : 
_ But our bold Britton, without Fear or Awe, 
 Ore-leaps at once, the whole Apocryphaz _ 
Iroades the Plalms with Rhymes, and leaves' wo! r00m 
For any Vandal Hopkins yet to come.” MONO A 
But what-'if, after all, this Godly Cheb 1c MO OEISAG 
Is not fo Senceleſs as it "world appear 2 (3 NI wn, 
Our Mountebank has laid a deeper Train, 
His Cant, like Merry 'Andrew's Noble Vein, + FI 
Cat-CalPs the Sets, 0 draw" emiin again *\ 
At leiſure Hours, in Epique Song he' deals, 
Writes to the rumbling of his 'Coaches Wheels, 
 Preſcribes in haft, and ſeldom kills by Rule,” 
. But rides T riumphant between Stool-and $ tool. 
Well, let him go ; *tis yet"t00 exrly day, 
To get himſelf a Place: in Farce of Play. © | 
We know not by what Name. we ſhould Arraign NV, 
For no one Category can contain him ; ' 
A Pedant, Canting Preacher, and a Quack, 
© Are Load enough to break, one Aﬀes Backs 
| At laſt, grown wanton, he prefſum'd to write, \ ' Y. 
Traduc'd Two Kings, their kindneſs to to requite ; 6 
Ore made the Doflor, and one dubb'd the Knight 


EPILOGUE. 


EPILOGU E. By Mr. Dryden. 


Erhaps the Parſon ftrerch*d a point too far,) 
P When with our Theatres he wag'd a War. 
He tells you, That ths very Moral Age | 
Receiv/d the fir(t TufeFion from the Stage. 
But ſure, a baniſht Court, with Lewaneſs fraught, 
The Seeds of open Vice returning brought, 
" Thus Lodg*d, ( as Vice by great Example thrives } 
I: firſt Jebanclfd the Daughters and the Wives, 
London, s fruitful Soil, yet never bore — . _ | | | 
So plentiful a Crop of Horns before, dis " > 
The Poets, who muſt live by Courts or ſtarve, | 
Were proud, ſo good a Government to ſerve; « 
And mixing with Buffoons and Pimps profam, 
Tainted the Stage, for ſome {mall Smp of Gain. 
For_they, like Harlots under Bawds profeſt, 
Took all th* ungodly pains, and got the leaſt, - 
Thus did the thriving Malady revail, 
The Court, its Head, the Poets but the Tail. 
The Sin as of .cur Natioe growth, tis trues 
The Scandall of the Sin was wholly new. 
Miſles there were, but modeſtly conceaÞd; 
Whice-hall the naked Venus firſt reveaPd. 
Who ftanding, as at Cyprus, in her Shrine, 
The Strumpet was ador*d with Rites Divine. 
E*re thi, if Saints bad any Secret Motion, 
"Twas Chamber Prattice all, and Cloſe Devotions 
T paſs the Peccadilio's of their time; 
Nothing but open Lewdneſs was a Crime. 
A Moſfarch's Blood was wenial to the Nation, | | 
Compar'd with one foul Att of Fornication. ; 
Now, they wou'd Silence us, and ſhut the Door- 4 : | 
That let in all the barefac'd Vice before. : 


As for reforming us, which ſome pretend, 8 


That work in England « without an end; 

Well we may change, but we ſhall never mend. . 

Tet, if you can but bear the preſent Stage, " 
We hope much better of the coming Age. 

What woud you [9 if we ſhowd firſt begin d - 

To Stop the Trade of Love, behind the Scene: > 

Where A&reſſes make bold with maried Men ? 

For while abroad ſo prodigal the Dolt &,, 

Poor Spouſe at home as. ragged as a Colt is, 

Ih ſhort, well grow as Moral as we can,,. 

Save here and tbere a Woman or a Man : 

But neither you, nor we, with all our pains, © : 

Can make clean work ; there will be ſome Remams, ? 

While you. have ſtill your Oats, and we our Haigs. % 
T7.07735 
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Perſons Repreſented. 
Men. 


Tphonſo, an Old Angry Gentleman, Mr. Johnſon, 


—_ : THis two Friends. 


Pedro, The Pilgrim, A Noble Gentleman, | 
Servant to Alina. T Mr. Wilks. 


Roderigo, Rival to Pearo, Captain of the Outlaws, 4 ai 


Lopez, oY m, ML 

Jar wel. $T'wo Outlaws under Rederigo. | AP 

An Old Pilgrim. 

Governour of Segovia. Mr. Simon. 


Perdugo, A Captain under him. 
A Gentleman of the "Country. 
Conrtiers. 


. Portey. 

Begears. : 

Maſter and Keeper of the Mad folks. 

A Scholar. ? Mr. T homas. 
A Parſon. x Os Mr. Nes. 
An Engliſhman. damen. | Mr. Cibber. 

A Welſhman, | Mr. Norris. 

A Taylor. m4 | Mr. Pinkeman, © 
Servants. gin . | 
Peaſants 


Women. 


Aliada, Daughter to dobeofs DOE ONS 
in Love with Pedro. : Mrs. Oldfield 


Fuletta, Alinda's Maid, a ſmart Laſs. Mrs. Moor. 
A Fool. | 


THE 
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PILGRIM&c 


— —_—_—— 


AcT LL Seanns Lk 


Enter Alphonſo, Curio, «nd Seberto. 


Cur. * Eignior Alphonſo, you are too rugged with her, too harſh ; in- 
deed you are. | 

Alph. Yes, it ſeems fo. . | ; 

Feb. A Father of fo ſweet a Child, fo good, ſo beautiful ; Fye, 

Sir, fye, ſo excellent a Creature. 

.Alph. She's a Fool 3 .away. | 

Seb. Can you be angry ? Can any wind blow rough upon a bloffom fo 
fair and tender ? Can a Father*s Nature, a Noble Father's too ? 

Alph. All this is but prating : Let her be rul'd; let her obſerve my Hu- 
mour; with 'my Eyes let her ſee, with my Ears let her hear; I am her 
Father ; :Þ begot her, I bred her, and by Jupiter I will 

_ Seb, No. doubt you may compel her, but think how wretched you by 
force may make her. * : 

Alph, Wretched ! wretched! Is not a Man I force her to? A noble 
Man ; A-Rich Man; A Handſome Man; A Young Man; A Strong 
Man; none of your piec'd Companions, none of your waſhy Rogues, 
that fly to fitters upon every. puff of Weather. I force her to a ſtrong 
Dog, don't I? What wou'd the Flirt have ? 

Seb. 1 grant. you , Roderigo is all theſe, and a brave Gentleman : But 
does it therefore follow, ſhe mult doat upon him? Will you allow no Li- 
berty in chuſing ? | 

Cur. Alas! ſhe's tender yet. 

Alph. Tough, Tough, Tough as the Devil ; you ſee I cawt break her. 

Seb, Yau put her to too hard a Tryal: You know, tho? he has Merit , 
he's a baniſh'd Man, an. Out-law ; you know the Life he leads; That 
he's the head of a rough Band of Robbers; Judge what Effect his bloody 
Rapines muſt needs e're this have workt upon his nature. A rugged - 
Mate, I doubt, for ſuch a Doye. 
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Cur. Rugged indeed ; Such different Tempers, where can you ever 
hope to reconcile 2... + . | 

Alph. Abed, abed, D'ye hear? abed, Sir. She won't find him fo rug- 
ged there, Ill warrant you : She?ll find ways to ſoften him. And for the 
Pranks he plays in's Baniſhment, ig. ſhows he's a mettled Fellow : _ He'll 
make e*m weary o' their Sentence 5 a ſinjall Compoſition will reſtore him. 
But I know the Secret of all this: My Minx has ſome other in*View ; 
ſome flickering Slave or other, ſome fiveet-ſcented Coxcomb.,” thag 
— Sings, PI'warrant you, and —=/a Lutes it, Langui- . 
Jhes, and has no Beard. ha! Iscnotfo? ® tos Jh 
© Seb. So far from what you charge her with, I wou'd engage my Life, 
ſhe has not yet a Glance to anſwer for. #16 

Cur. I never yet beheld more Modeſty. 

Seb. Nor I, in one ſo young; ſo much diſcretion. | 

Alph. Hum —— and yet there was 2a. Fetlow ( Dead I hope ) 
whom I have ſeen herglahice at, *ti!H thought the Hufly: wou'd have ſtuck. 
her Eyes into the Raſcal. | | 

Seb. Pray, who was that ? FI | ? 

Alph. Pedro, Sir, only Pedro, old Fernands's; hopeful Heir ; my Mortal 
Foe, who's Family I wiſh conſum'd ;- that's all, Sir. | 
Seb. Ifthatbe all, youhave, nothing, left to fear ;:for Pedro; urffg by ſe. 
cret diſcontent, has left his Father, Friends, and all; and) as '8faid, tis 
gone to range the World. St THE BED Y gdb EET 
| _ With all my heart: He was a Beggar, fo ſtrolling is his Buſi- 
nels. : OI IS, I Rn 71 

Cur. He was a Beggar, but a noble Beggar; ſhame on the Court-tor 

ſuffering him to be ſo, | : oa cs $185 Fares I FN 

Alph, Shame on thoſe who encourage Beggars, I fay..' Hete's this 
young Slut, in the midſt of her Rebellion, is ſo very Religious, ſhe undoes 
me with her Charity, Why, what-a Crew of Vermin have I abont my 
. Door every day, to receive Meat, Drink, and' Money,: from her-fair 
hands. Not a Rogue that can ſay: his Prayers, groan, and turwhis Pipe 
to Lamentation, but ſhe thinks ſhe's bound to dance to: 1 rt © 


Enter Alinda, ond Juletta. 


* 'Alpb. O, are you there Miſtriſs? - Well, how goes Diſobedience to 
day? —— That's abaſe down Look —— Ah you ſturdy young Jade. 


Cur. Pray be more gentle to her. | ; 
Alph. Pray be quiet; I know beſt how to deal with her: and I will 


make her obey, or I will make her — 
Alin, Sir, you may make me any thing'; you know I'm all Obedi- 
ence, there*s nothing but my Prayers and Tears oppoſe you. 
Alph. Then will I oppofe nothing but your Prayers and Tears. Now 
I hope you can't complainof me. PO” 


Cur. Poor Lady, how I pity her. | 
Alph. Pray, keep your Pity for a better occaſion. Look you, Gentle- 
woman,-you know my Will; and, in that, you know all; Sol leave you 
wo digeſtit; and I deſire thele Gentlemen will do {6 too. my 
| LXIF 


my 32 


032) 

| | y Exit Atphonſo, fe!- 

Cur, ' Seb, A better hour attend you, Madam. Vloved by Curio and 

| eberto. 

Alin. I thank ye Gentlemen : Alas! I want ſuch Comforts. Wou'd 1 
cou'd thank you too, Father ; but your Cruelty wort give me leave. 
Grant, Heav'n, I mayn't forget my Duty to him. 

Ful. If you do, Madam, Heav'n will forgive you for*c, ne'er fear it. 
A perverſe old Rogue. ( Afede, 
Alin, What Poor attend my Charity to day, Fulett a? | 

Jul. Enow of all forts, Madam; ſome that deſerve your Pity, ſome 
that don't: But I wiſh you wou'd be merry with your Charity ; a Chear- 
ful Look becomes it. 

Alin, Alas! Fuletta, what is there for me to be merry at? What Joy 
have I in' View ? | -. 

Ful, Joy ; why what Joy, i'th name of Yen, wou'd you have, but a 
Husband ? A handſome luſty young Fellow, that will make ſuch a buſtle 
about you,- he*ll ſend your Spleen to the Devi/, Madam. | 

Alin. Away, lighe Fool ; I doube there's poor Contentments t6 be 
found in Marriage. Yet cou'd I find a Man 

Ful, You may, a thouſand. | 

Alin, Meer Men, I know I may. But ſuch a Man, from whoſe Ex- 
ample (as from a Compaſs) we may ſteer our Courſe, and fate ar- 
rive at fuch a Memory as ſhall become our Aſhes; fuch Men are rare in- 
deed. But"no more of this, *tis not Diſcourſe that's ſuited to-thy Giddy 


Temper : Let's in, and ſee what poor afflifted Wretches want my Cha- 
* rity. ( Exeunt, 
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Scetene I. 


. - Enter Porter, Beggars, Pedro, and an 0d Pilgrim. 


Port. _ off, and keep your Ranks. Twenty foot farther. There, 
louſe your ſelves with Reaſon and Diſcretion — The Sen 

fhines warm. No nearer. The farther ftill-che better: Your Beafts will bole 
-anon, and then *ts dangerons._ 5 

x//, Beg. Hey ho! Heav?®n bleſs our Miſtrifs. | 

Port.. Do's the Crack go that way, old Hunger, ha? "Twill be o* my 
ſide anon. | wh. 

24, Beg. Pray, Friend, be kind to us. 
Port, Friend! your Friend; and why your Friend, Sirrah , Meager 
Chaps? What do you ſee in me, Louſe-trap, or without me, ha! that 
I ſhou'd be your Friend? Have I pot the Itch, Scrub, or do 1 look 
like ſome of thy Acquaintance hung in Gibbets ? Haſt thou any Friends, 
Kindred, or Alliance, or any higher Ambition thafi an Alms-Basket 2 
2 young ſoft-hearted Miſtriſs of mine do's make theſe Rogues fo ia- 
m Iars : 
_ - 24. Beg, PmſureI wou'd be your Worſhip's Friend. | 

Port. No doubt on'e, Veraun; and fo you ſhall, when I Quarter the 
lame Louſe with you. B 34. Beg. 


m— 
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34 Beg.* Þm fure it's Twelve a Clock: YO 
_ *Part. Tis ever fo with theeywiien theth Waſtdons forctohing © Fottthat 
provokes thy*ſt&mach to ring Noon. O the infinite Seas of Porridge 
ow haſt fitiow'd !'Aim#do you vill it;-to relive cheſFRaſedls ? 


Enter Alphonſo, Curio, Seberto. 


\Alph. Look you there! Did not I tell you howthe*wotrd 'nndbe me ! 
What Marts of Rogues and Beggars! 

*-Seb. *Tis Charity Methinks you are'bound-to-Tove hef for. 

-Aip. Yes, Plhwarrant you. 'If-Men toif& Sail td Hearth Porridpe - 

ots, with Maſts of Beef and Mutton, what a Voyate"thotd Ermake 2 
hae are all :cheſe here 2 N 

1/4. Beg. Poor People, an't like your Worſhip. 

2d. Beg. Wretched poor People. | 

34,” Beg. Very hungry People. OY: 45 

Alph. And very Loaſic. © And what are you! (thi Pip, 

« Md Pilp. Strangers, that cotheto- wonder at your Charity ; © yer People 
poor enough to begg a Bleſſing. | OO TITOOT © 5 3795 

Car. Uſe *em gently, Sir, they have & Tevererid Mitn. * You are 
-Hfoly Pilgriins,-are you'rwt? | 

« Old Pil, Were; Sir; Ad bound Fat di ro Wftrowt Bivitibns. © 
FR, h, What"do you tJo here itn; Wehave ho Rehghes, hd Hily 

- Old Pil. The: Holieſt we Wver tKaid" of : * You" keep! Fliving Monn- 
went of Goodneſs; a Daughter of that Pious Excellence, the very Shrines: 
of Saints ſink at her Virtue, _ We_come to. ſee this Lady, not. with: 
| Prophane Eyes, or wanton. Blood., to doat upon. her Beauty ; bur 
through. our tedious way, td beg her Bleſling. 

Alp.. This is a new way of Begging; theſe Commendations. cry Me- 
ney for Reward, .. good ſtore too :-Ah ! the:Sainting of this young Har 
oy” Go — 9 : ct 

to Pero] Well, Sir, have youtgot your: Cempliments-rexdy too,-and 
+ your e Purſe * Hah! whae:rething bur 4bow 2 Modeſty 2- 

. Car, A handſome:well look & Man. - '-(afide 

Alph. What Country, Craver are you?”* What Þ nething-but Motion ? 
A Puppit Pilgrim. | | 

« Old Pil. He's a ſtranger, Sir; theft four days Inver traverd/in his Com-. 
pany ; bur little of. his Buſineſs or his Language yetI have undefivod. 
| Sev, Both young and handſome 3 oniy*the-Sutvtias ingued him. 
.Alph. Wou'd you:have Money, Sir, - od\Meat, of atWench > What: 
+ kind: of Bleſling'doe's your Devotwh pointiat/Stiflurore Docking *-Ace- 
there any Saints that underflan®@by figrrenly 2 Hah, iniore Aorton'yec 2 
'This'is the-prereyeft Pilgrim 5/the Pinkivf Biipelins 

Cur. Fye, 6ir,, Fyeg-emhi wyotit Charity her Jeſtupbathim. 

lp, Say: youo ?:'\/Mhy>then, took. ye,” Bilprim 3: here's 2pdor FR i- 
cm, very good' Gold; Sir, I'm: on 'tiS not heavier. _ But ſmce*the- 
lighteſt Grain.of extthly Drofwou'dbe #Burtien tor Heavialy mihd—- 


' Ull-yut it up again, E FF 
'Oar5: 
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Cur, O horrible ! you: are too Irreverent. 
Alp, You are +— —Mult F.give ny Money tq every Rogye that 
carriesa grave Look in's Face ? Mult my Baod Angels wait upott” him ? 
Pll find *em other buſineb. * | 
Seb, But conſider, Sir,the 'Wrongs you do thoſs Men may light on you; 
Strangers are enticul'd to a ſofter U age. 
4lpb. Oon's, half.the Kingdom witl be ſtrangers ſhortly, if this young 
Slut*s ſuffer'd to go on with her Prodigylities. Bur 1- muft be” an Af: 
Here, Sirrah, ſee 'em reliev*d for once ; dot effectually too 3 d'ye hear ? 
Burſt 'em, that I may never ſee 'em more. Were I young again, I'de 


ſconer get Bear- whelps than She-Saints.' * (Ext. 
Cur. Such.a Face as that, ſure I have ſeen. 
Seb. 1 thought ſo too ; but we muſtbe miſtaken. (Exit. 


Port, Come, will: ye OE up, Porridge Regiment ? Captain Poor 
ene, will ye move: 


Enter Alinda ani Tuletta, 


> Why are not zthels po Bo oF Wrerches ſerv 4 yet * 
. Bleſs our good Miltrils, 
For They are too high. fed, Madam ; their Stomaghs are not awake 


"len, Do you make ſport with. their Miſeries ? ' Sir, learn more TR. 
nity, or 1 ſhall find a way to teach it you, *- 
3" Beg. Kind Heaven preſerve her, and for ever bleſs her. 


Alin, Bleſs-the good ehd I mean it for. 1 Exit Beg. | 
Jul. aſide; Wow'd.I knew what that were; if it be for a Man, Ids tay 


Amen with all my heart. - P 
You have a very pretty. Band of Penſioners, Madam. i FELTR 

Bu in, Vain Glory:wow'd ſeek-more and handſomer ; ; 

Buc I anpegl 6 Virtue what my end is, ; 

hat Men are theſe;? 

Fuler. Holy Dilgrims they ſcem to be. What Pity- Pris that handſcme 
young Fellow ſhoud reg fo: much Pennance: Wou'd T'wete the 
Saine he makes his Vow to I'fe Toon Brant his Retjyeſtglet him ask wha 
he wou'd. . 

Alin, You are Dil rims, Sir, 1ve.not ſo? 

Old Pil. We are, Br Saint ; may Heaven's Grace furround.you 


May .all:gpod "Thoughts and Payeis dwell about you; 
Abundance be your Friend, and Holy Curky be ever at Four: hend - «tO 
Crouy you Glordous 


pk | NET Alm, 
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Alin. 1 thank you, Sir; Peace guide your Travels too ; 
And what you wiſh for moſt, end all your troubles. 
Remeinber me by this; (Giving him Money ) and in 
Your Prayers, when your ſtrong Heart melts, 

Meditate my poor Fortunes. 

Od Pi1,- All my Devotions wait upon your Service. 

Alin. Are you of this Country, Sir ? 

O/d Pil. Yes, worthieſt Lady, but far off bred: My 
Fortune's farther from me. 

Alin. ] am no Inquiſitor, whatever Vow or Pennance pulls you on,. 
Sir, Conſcience, or Love, or ftubborn Diſobedience 3 The Saint you 
Kneel too, hear and eaſe your Travels. | 

©/d Pil. Yours ne*er begin ; and thus I Seal my Prayers. 

(Ext. 

Alin. aſide. How ſteadfaſtly this Man looks upon me? How he Sighs? 
Some great Affliction ſure's the ſource of his Devotions. 

To Ped. Right Holy Sic : He turns from us. Alas he weeps too :. Some- 
thing preſſes him he wou'd reveal, but dares not. Sir, be Comforted: If 
you want, to me you appear ſo worthy of Relief, I'll be your Steward: - 
Speak and take. He's Dumb ſtill. This Man ftirs me ſtrangely. 

Ful. Wou'd he wou'd ſtir mea little; I like his ſhape well. (4/e. 
lin, It may be he wou'd ſpeak to. me alone ; (ide. 
Retire a little, Fuletra; but d*ye hear, don't be far off. 

Fal, 1 ſhan't, Madam: Wou'd I were nearer him: A young ſmug hand. 
ſome Holyneſs has no fellow. | 
|  { Aide. Exit. 


Aliz Why do you grieve? Do you find your Pennance tharp ? 
Are the Vows you have made, too mighty for you ? - | 
Or does the World allure you to look back, and_make you mourn the 
ſofter Hours you have loſt ? You are young, and ſeem. as yow were 
form'd for Manly Reſolution ; Come, be Comforted : 

Ped. } am, fair Angel : And fuch a Comfort from your words I feel, 
that tho' Calamities, like angry Waves, curl round, contending proudly, 
who ſhall firſt devour me, yet I will ſtem their Danger. 

lin. He ſpeaks Nobly. -(4/ide,) What do you want, Sir ? 

Ped. All that can make me happy: I want-my ſelf. 

. Alind. Your ſelf! Who robb'd you, Pilgrim * | 
Why does he look ſo earneſtly upon me? I want my felf. ( Afide, 
Indeed you Holy wanderers are ſaid: to.ſeek much, 

But to Gek YOUr felveSm—_—_ : 

Ped. I feek my ſelf, and am but my ſelf's ſhadow, have loſt my ſelf, - and 
now. am nat, fo Noble. 7 

Alin. afide. 1 ſeekmy ſelf; ſure, ſomething I rememker'bears that Motto? 
I i5not he ; he' younger, has 8 ſmoother Face; yet for. that SeF fake, 
Pilprim, who fo e'reit be, take this... | 4 

Ped. 


(7) | 
Ped. Your hand [ dare take ; that be far from me : Your hand I hold, 
and thus I kiſs it; and thus I bleſs it too. Be conſtant ſtill: Be good: And 
live to be a great” Example. | | 
( Exit. 
Alin. One word more. He's gone : Heav'n! How F Tremble? 
Be Conſtant ſtill; *tis the very. Poeſie here ; and here without, Be Good. 
He wept too, as he left me. It muſt be Pedro, Fulerts.. 


| Extcr Juletta, 
Tut, Madam. 
Alin. Take this Key , and quickly fetch me the Jewel 'that lies in my. 
little Cabinet. That will determine all, ( Exit Julet. ) 


It muſt be he : His Face was ſmoother when I ſaw him laſt ; yet there's 
a Manly Look, and Noble. Shape, ftil] ſpeak him Pedre. 


Enter Juletta. 


Alin, Let me fee it: 'Tis ſo; *Tis he; it muſt'be he. He ſpoke the 
words juſt as.they ſtand engraven here.. I'ſeek.my ſelf, and am. but-my . 
ſelf*s ſhadow, 

Poor Pedro! But how ſhall I recover him? 
Fuletta, the Pilgrim, where is he 7 which way didhe go? 
Futl. Alas, Madam; I don't know ; it*s in vain to ſeek him. now. 
Alin, 1 tell thee, I mul} fee him; I gave him nothing. | 
. Full. That was fit done, indeed; for he's the handſameſt Fellow I have 
ſeen this many a Day. What makes her look ſo-thougheful.? Sure here's . 
ſomething alot mare than ordinary. 
- Alin afide. "Tis enough. He has done much for me: Ill try what Re-. 
_ compence 'tis in my power. to make him, | (Ex, , 


The. End of the Firſt 4R.. 


A,c.r, IE 


Enter Alphonſo , Curio, Seberto , Juletta and Servants. 


Alps. ihe ſip.thrgugb AN y.bole ? Tell me: that ; reſo! ve me; 
=P CE the fly ith Aig.? a pg M. ; que, and go. p0.edy 
knew It! 


Seb, Pray, be mare. moderate. 

Alph, Some Goatiſh Rogue has watch herhour of Itthing,and! has claw'd 
her, claw'd her ;z the Dog has,. cay'd, her. 'Oons find her our, or Il 
hang ye all; you, Wagrail, you know her Deligns, you were of her 
Couneil (70. Fulet) her Dans Agile; whees is (lg, Sturape? 

{ You youd knew of, me, S 

Foes Of you Sir? Yes of you Sits + why, what are you Sir? g 

Fad. Her Servant, Sir, hee faithful Seryay | 

Alph. Servagt? Her Bawg ;- her. Fid I it ; her ads 4 to.oil 
we ty. o'nights, that they mayp's C6 here is VeN 

ul. *Tis very wgll 

4 9h, You Lie,, 6s. il, Dorapah ils ante ad OL 

ul, In deed'; 1 won't. 

BY bb f c a, Th Cigar Gi. 

(el ca 6; 1 I cpu x Rec 
ell faid; but | ll deal. wJ os. VB. Shut. YOU: 
* you, Sky :skull, _ = did The get q c2* Why were not mp od 
jut £ 
(ro the Porter, 

Port. They worn h NES 0 ut the Key-hole. 

Alph. Where did the 06 iy Rr EF. 

Port, Not 1, an't __ you; I lap with Frederick in the Flea-Cham- 
DEF. 

Alph, Once more, of thee I demand her; tell me News ofher, or ex- 


pect — the Devil and all. 
( to Fulet. 

Cur. Come Fuletta, if you know any thing, tell him — 

Ful. Look ye, Sir, if I knew all, and ha been intruſted by her, not 
all the Devils you con'd call upon, ſhou'd ſcare one fi ingle Hint from me. 
But, ſince I know nothing worth your knowing, I'll tell you what I do 
know, I know ſhe's gone, becauſe we can't find her. I know ſhe's gone 

cun- 


cunningly, beeauſe you can't find whichway, I know-fie: was-weary cr 
your Tyranny, becaule-the Devil- would: have beeri ſo too And I ve, 
if ſhe*s wiſe, ſhe'll never come again — | : 
Y Out "_ Doors. | » 
*Ful. EThat's'af my poor Petition. ©For-were yout houſe Gold, and 
not in't, Fhowd think tbuta' Capgerte whiſtle. in Gol, = 
Ahph. "Whore 3*if the be: abowe-pround,” Fil-have her 
7ul. 1'd live in a Colepit then; If I'-were the. 
Cur. Indeed, Sir, I fancy, Jhaknows, nothing of her Flight ; you. know 
her mad way of talkipg. | 
Alpb! Hang her; hang her, the knows'tbo-much, 


"Emver' Servant "drunk. 


Well Raſcal, have you any News of-het ? | 
"Serv..N. — N,—— Not a Drop Sir. The Butler gave me the. Key 
of the Cellar, to ſearch. the Cellar, Sir; fo! I-have been ſearching the 


poet's a Dog? 
1 — C9 Aa: g 
CSaro Fieatch | reſry? 
cou'd norfin# #)vonſiibPher.” '- 

Aiph. You Raſcal, get you out of my reach, or Vilbe thy Murderer.. 


TE AST Xx. 


Enter another Servant that ffammers. 


Serv. 5, S, S, 9, Or. | ” 
#Þþh, "Well, what! News? "Bequick : 
Serv, My yo, yo, yo, yo, young La-Lady-is golt@-om— 
Albpb I; know they gone, your Dog, -but where 2 
Serv, Out at the P | 
hb; Onewith't,: you Son of 4 Whore ——<— 
' Srv. The Po, ho, ho, ho, hoy hoftern Gate ofthe Ga; ha; ha, Haz, 
has FEE : 
-<{hpb." This” Dog-wiltmake me-mad;- but: ene*(ftammering*Ropue-ims 
che Farnily- and it'-maſt fall ro-higharero-pie-mo an account of hers. 
The Wind's in the Ef too 3. The Dog won't. get it out this Hour.. 
Where was it ;"*Sirrah;/ whereawas-it 2 
Serv... The Ga arden Sir, the Ga-arden. 
Alpb.*Fhe Garden; Sirg the Garden ;- was: it fo 2 
And how do you knowtfhepot envart the Garden; ha 2 = 
. Serv. T{— ſ— faw, ant. p, p, p, Þ; p-keefe'you; ihe Po— "Print off 
het fo, fo; fojifo3Beot..: Sox: 2% * 
£1pb, Right, & Boot; alitl&Foot,-a-young. Whetch Boot 2. 


— - 0» 
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. Serv, Xe, Yes Sir, : NY FR, 

Alph. And from thence: ſcrambled over the Wall into the Park, -and 
fo to the Devil? | | 

Serv. So 1 ſup,-p,-poſe, Sir. _— 

Alph. *Tis very well, ye Stars, *tis very well: - This comes of Indul- 
gence,. I muſt needs allow her the Key of the Garden, te walk on Faſt. 
days, and Contemplate with a Pox: - But I'll fetch her again, with aFire- 
brand at her Tail. My Horſes there —— 

: 26 You'll give-us Leave to wait upon you. ? | 
Alph. That you may. if you pleaſe. ' My Horſe there ; dilpatch. Are 
voulo Hot, I Faith ? TI! Cool -_q Mi it » Muft you be jumping Joan ? 
If I catch you again, Vl clap ſuch a Clogg about your Neck, you ſhall 
leap no more Walls I'll warrant you; I'll hangRederigo there, I'faich. My 
Horſes, quick ; and d'ye hear, keep me this young Lirry Poop within 
doors, faſt ; I ſhall diſcover Dame -—— wh 

| þ ( Exit Alph. &«. 


Ful. Tndeed you won't Sir. eg | | 

Aſide. Well, Love, if thou be'ſt with her z or whatever Power elſe arms 
her Reſolution, condu& her carefully ,and keep her from this Madman — 
DireR her to her Wiſhes ; dwell about her ; ket no diſhonourable End 
O'retake her, Danger or Want; and let me try my Fortung—— 


, % 


Enter Roderigo and four Out-Laws. 


Tf Out. You are not merry. Captain. by 

Rod. Why, we get nothing, we have no ſport 3 Whoring and Drink- 
ing ſpoils us; we keep no Guard. 

24 Out. I'm ſure there's neither Merchant nor Gentleman paſſes, but 
we have Tribute. res | v8 

Red. Yes, and while we {.pend that idly, we let- thoſe paſs that carry 
the beſt Booty : VIl have all Rarche and brought in. gy cn and Beggars 
have found the Trick of late to become Bankers. In ſhort, Gentlemen; 
Fil have none Eſcape but my Friends and Neighbours, who may be uſe- 
ful - laying my Innocence before the King : All others ſhall pay their 
Paſsport. 5 | 

w7 Oxt. You now ſpeak like a Captain ; if we ſpare any, flea us, and 
Coinour Caſlocks. | : 

Rod. You hear of no Preparations the King intends againſt us ? 

34 Out, Not a Word; Don't we fee his Garrifons ? , 

Rod. Who have we out now ? _ RS 

24 Out. Good fellows, that, if there be any Purchaſe ftirring, won't 
flip it ; Faques and Lopez, Lads that know their Buſineſs, - O 
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Rod. Where?s the Boy youbrought in e'n now ? he's 2 pretty I ad, and 
ef a quick Capacity —— | 

1 Out. He's within at Meat, Sir; the poor Enave's kungry ; yet he 
feaſons all he eats or drinks, with Tears. | 

2 Out. He's young ;- *ris Fear and want of Company. 

Red. Don't uſe him rovghly, and he'll ſoon graw bolder. I intend to 
keep him to wait upon me; I :ike the Boy, there's ſomething in his Face 
pleaſes me ſtrangely : Be fure you all uſe him gently. 

1. Out, Here's a little Box, Sir, we took about him, which almoſt - 
broke his Heart to part with; t fancy there's ſomething of Value in't; 1 
can't open it. 

Red, Alas ! ſome liccle Money, I warrant you, the poor Knave carry'd 
to deiray his Charge: I'll give it him again. | 


Enter Jaques, Lopez, wich Pedro. 


—_ 


How now ! Who's this 2 What have you brought me here, So'diers? 

Faqu. Why Truly we don't well know; only he's a damn'd 
Gatch fellow. 

Rod. Where did you take him ? 

Lop. Upon the skirtof the Wood, ſaufhtring and peeping about, as 
if he were looking for the beſt Acceſs to our Quarters: Money he had 

h, and when we threatned him, he ſmil'd and yeilded, but wou'd 
not ſpeak one word. 

Rod. Pilgrim, come hither; are you a Pilgrim,Sir ? A Piece of pretty Ho- 
linefs; do you ſhrink,my Maſter 2 A ſmrg young Saint this. What Coun- 
try were you born in, I pray? What, nota Word? had yorr Mother 
this excellent Virtue too? Sure, ſhe was a Matchieſs Woman: What a 
bleſſed Family is this Fe!low ſprung from ! ſure he was begot in a Calm. 
Are your Lips Sealed, or do you ſcorn to Anſwer ? Look you, Siry 
you are in my Hands, and I ſhall be too hard for you : Put off his Bon- 
net, Soldiers. You have a ſpeaking Face, Sir. 

Lop. A Handſome one, Pm ſure; this Pilgiim can't want Ske-Saints to 

ray to. 

: Rod. Stand nearer: Ha? 

Ped, Come, do your worft; I am ready. 

Rod. Have you found your Tongue then? Retire all, and let me tak 
with him alone; and keep your Guards {tiit. (Ex, al but Rod. and Ped. 
So, now, what art thou: | 

Ped. What am 12 My- habit ſhews me what | am. 

Rod. A Deſperate Fool; and fo thy fate ſhall tell thee. Whar Devil 
brought thee hicher ? For I know thee. 5 te 

Ped, | know thou doſt ; and fince it is my Fortung te light into thy 

| C hands, 


— 


(12) | 


hands, muſt conclade, the-moſt malicious. of Devils brouglit me;"yet- 

fome Men fay thou art Noble——— | 

- Rod. Not to thee ;:that were a benefit to mock the-giver. Thy Father 

hates my Friends and Family ; and:thou-haft been the Heir of 'all-his Ma- 

lice ; can two ſuch Scorms ther meer; - and part withour Kiſſing 2? * 

' Ped. You have the mijghtier hand; | 

”" Red. And fo Flt uſe ic. | 
Ped. I cannot hinder you; lefs'can I begg ſubmiffive at his knees that 

knows no Honour, that bers ' the ſtamp: of Man, and-not his Nature. 


You may do what you pleaſe. . | | 

Rod, I will do all. i 

Ped. I do expect thou wilt; for 'hadPft thou beers a Noble Enemy, thou 
wou'd(t have fought me whilſt I carried Arms, whilſt my. good Sward 
was my Profeflion, and then have cri'd out, Pedro, I defy thee ; ' then 
{tuck 4/phanſo*s Quarrel on thy point; the mercenary anger thou ſerv'ſt 
under, to ger his Davghter. -Bur yow, ,thon poorly, baſely, ſetteſt thy 
Toils to caich me, and like the trembling Peaſant, that dares not meet 
the Licn in the face, dig'ſt crafty Pitfallss Thou ſhame to Spaniſh 
Honour, EF; 2 WG, 

R-d. Thy bravery 15 to thy. Habit due.: That: Holy. dreſs. thow think?ſt 
w1!l be thy ſanQtuary ; thou wilt not find it ſo. - Won't nr. 

Ped I] Look not tor't; The more unhatlow'd: Wretch howe!f& art thou 
Cintade it 75": 3TRLG 10308 06-2703 "595 nOQU. 4). 

Red. When you were braveſt, Sir, and your Sword ſharpeſt;-i :durſt 
affront you, you know. I durſt; when the Court Sun guilded: you,;;and 
every Cry. was, The young hopeful Pedro, Alonſo*s ſprightly: Son, ithenT 
durſt meet you, when you: were Maſter ofthis nighry_ Fame, .and-all 
your Glories in the full Meridian. 'Had we then come to Competition, 
which I often ſought , 

Ped. And:I deſir'd too.' - OT LEE 

Ro4,. You ſhoud-have. ſeen this Sword and. felt it -too, ſharper than 
Sorrow felt it.- Then like'a Gentleman I wouw'd have ug'd thee, and 
2iven thee the fair Fortue of thy caſt : - But ſince thou-ſteaſt'upon me 
like a Spye, and TheiF-like think*®ſt that Holy Caſe ſhall ſave thee, baſe as 
thy Purpoſes thy end-ſhall be. Soldiers, appear, and bring a halter with 
- ye... Til forgive your Holy Habit, Sir, but Fil hang you, 


Enter Lopez, Jaques and Ont Laws. - 


3. Out. Here's a Halter, noble Captain, what ſervice have you fort ? 
Red. That Traytor has Service fort. Trufs him/up. | 
1, Out. With all my heart; d'ye want a. band, Sir? P1l fit it to your 
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Lop. What's his. jaule, Captain? | 
Red, Tis my will, he perriſh ; that*s his fault, | | 
PedxA Captain, of.goog Government: . Gome, Soldiers,corne, -you are 
roughly. bred, .and.Bloody.; ſhew your. Qbedience, and the Joy.you have, 
in executing-Impipus: Commands. You:have;a Captain Seals you liberal 
Pardons: Be no more Chriſtians, 'tis not in your way, put Religion by, 
*ewill make you Cowards. Feel no Tenderneſs; nor...let a thing call'd 
Conſcience trouble you; alaſs! ?ewill breed delay. Bear no. Reipet-to 4 
what I ſtem; were 1 a Saint indeed; why;ihat'd that Bagger ye? You 
knaw no!Holinels ;.to be excellent in-Evil is yqur Goodneb ;.and be {o,wiil 
become you; have no Hearts for fear you ſhou'd repent, forzRepentance 
will-be dangerous, -adh | | 
Rod. Truſs up the Preacher. --. | +, 1, | PIG 
Pedi: The Racks of Conſrience are. ofdire Importance. - | ; 
Be therefore ſteady in your Milſchiefs ; waver not. | 
Rod, Up with him, I fay. 
Ped, Why do you not obey. your Chief 2 Come, this one daring [troak 
at Heav'n, will make ye hard'ned Soldiers of Iniquity. 
Rod. What do. the Villains gaze at? Why am I not obcyed? 
Faq. What would you. have us do? . | 
Rod Diſpatch the Babler —— | 
29. And have Religious Bloud hang o're our Heads: 
We have ſins enough already, to make our Graves loath us. 
Rod. I ſhall not ba gbey'd then? .. By 
Top. 'Obey'd2 1:dopt knows: tho? lam. a Thief, .Pm no-Hangman : 
They are two Trades ; I don't care to meddle wich Holy Blood. 
Rod. Holy, or: Unholy, VIl have it done. 
1 Oat, If I dot, Pil be Damn'd. | 
2 Out; Ort. | 160 £1 23 ob - 08 
3.041.O0r 1. Well do any;thing that's reaſonable;. but the Devil wou'd 
flinch at ſuch a Job. | 
Faq. IT have done as many Villanies as anacher; and -tho'-I-fay*c, with 
as few Qualms : But 'I don'c like this, It goes againſt my Stomack. 
Rod. Have ye then confpir*'d, ye Slaves? -- | 
Ped. Why art-thou fo Adilturb/d ac their, Refuſal; ;if 'ris my+Life alone 
hou want'it, why wich thy own curſt handdgſt thou:nor-rake it? Things 
:he Revenge; Be thine the Glory : Engroſs-it t9. thy elf, take the who'e 
in upon thee, .and*be Mighty ;in; Evil, as thou ;aic_ in Anger. And ler 
hot thoſe poor. wretghgs! howl:tor thy ſake. 15; 

' Rod. *Tis enough ; Ill make ye all repent this ſtubborneſs ;-;nor will i 
yet be; baffled, 1Þil. find;4norher mgans.to-have my Will obeyed, Lethim 
not ſcape, I charge ye,gh your Lives. | __ ' {Exit Rod. 

Faq. What: the: Dembhaygyon:done Pilgrim, :;to:make him cave. and 
rage thus? Have you killd his Father, or his Mother, . or :ſtrangled-any 
of his Kindred ? | # 

\Lop. Or has he no Siſters? Han't you been Bouncing about them ? 

| Ga r- Out, 


F 
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1 Oc, O' my Conſcience his Quarrel to.thee is not for being Holier 


than he. 

Lop. Nor for keming- an Honeſter Man; for we have no Trading 
_here with ſuch ſtuff, To be-excellent 'Fhieves is all we aim at. Hark thee, 
hy ; wilt thou take a Spit and a Stride, and'try if thou canſt out-run 


wm No, I ſcorn: to fhift his Fury.. 
J Thou wiltbe hang'd then. | 
F cannot dye with fewer faults about me. 
61 ; Oat, F fancy he'll ſhoot him; | forche Devil's in? if he hang him him- 
Lop. No, he's too proud for that; he'll make fome body do't:: See; 
here he comes again, and as full of Rage as ever: 
1 Ost. He has got the Boy with him ; fure' he won't make him dot, 


Lop. As. like as nor. 
| Enter Roderige and Alinda. 


Rod. Come, Sirrah, no wonders. Nay, don't Stare, - nor hang back ; 
do*r, or Pll hang you, you young Dog ———— 

Alin. Alas, Sir, What wou'd: you have me do 7 Heaven's Goedneks. 
fhield me. 

Roa. Do ? Why, hang a Rogue that wou'd hang: me: 

Alin. Va a Boy, and weak, Sir ;. pray excuſe me. 

Reg. Thou art ſtrong enough to tye him ro-a Bough, and turn him off. 
Tome, be quick. 

Alin. For Heav'ns ſake, Sir. 

Rod. Do ye diſpute, Sirrah 

Aliz. O, no, Sir;- I'll do the' beſt I can. Which is the Man, Sir * 

, TE That in- the Pilgrim's Coat. there: ;- that Devil. in the BS. 

Ali. Guardme, ye: Powers, 

Roa: Come, Diſpateh.. 

Ped. I wait thy worlt.. 

Faq..t0 Lop. Will the Boy-dd it 2: Is the Rogue ſo bold? 
DÞ young; k fo deep in- Bloud ! 

Lop. He ſhakes andtrembles: 

Ped; Deſt thou: ſeek more Coals Qiu: 'to- ſear thy Conſcience 2: Work 
Sacred Innocence ta. be.a Devil ?+ Do it thy. ſel5, for ſhame: Thou beſt- 
hecomelt i It 

Red. Thou. art- not-worthy- on*t. No; this Child ſhall ftrangle: thee. A. 
Crying Girl, if the were here, ſhould /Maſter thee. 

Alin. How ſhall I'Save him ? "How my ſelf from. Violence. 


&xe-you. prepar'd.to dye, Sir A 


"Io 
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- Ped. Yes, Boy ;; Prethee to thy Buinefs. 

Faq. The young Dog begins to look as if he wou'd do't in earneſt. 

_ Alin. If yare prepar'd, How can you be fo angry, fo perplext'd ? 
Heaven's won by Patience, not by Heat and Paflion. | 

Lop. The Baſtard will make a good Prieſt. 

Ped. I thank thee, pentle Child, thou teacheſt rightly. 

Alin. Methinks you ſeem to fear too. | 

Ped. 'Fhou fee*it more than I feel, Boy. 

Alin, You tremble ſure. | : 

Ped. No, Boy, ?cis but thy tenderneſs; prithee make haſte, 

Alin. Are ye lo willing then to go ? 

Ped. Moſt willing. . I wou'd not borrow from his Bounty, one poor 
hour of Life, to gain an Age of _ 

Alin. And is your Reckoning ſtated right with Heav'n? : 

Pedro. As right as Truth, Boy ; I cou'd not go more joyful to a Wed-. 
ding. T 
| þ-70 Then to your Prayers ! Þil diſpatch you preſently. 

Rod. A good Boy ; Ill reward thee well. 

Alin. 1 thank you, Sir ;. but- pray. allow me a ſhort word-1n private.” 
Now guide my Tongue, ye bleſied Saints aboye.. (Aide; 

Rod, What wou'd(t thou have, Child ? 

Alin. Muft this Man Dye? 

"Red. Why doſt thou ask that Queſtion ?- 

Aliin, Pray be not angry-;-if he muſt, Pil do it :. 
But muſt he now ? 

Rod, What elſe ; Who dares reprieve him ? 

Alin. Pray think again ; and as the Injuries aregreat this Man hasdone - 
you, fo ſuit your Vengeance to*em.' 

Rod. 1 do ; *tis therefore he muſt dye—- 

Alm, A Trifle. 

Red. What is a Trifle ?' 

Alin. Death, if he dye now. 

Rod, Why, my beſt: Boy 2 

Alir.. 1 love you, Sir, I wou'd not tell you elfe. Is it:Revenge to Saint- 
your Enemy; Clap the Dove's, Wings of Downy Peace upon him, and- 
let him foar to Heaven, is this Revenge 2. | 

Rod. Yet die he muſt. | 

Alin. Right. Let him die, bat not prepar*d to die. "That+were the:- 
Blefling of a Father on him; and all who know and love Revenge wou'd : 
keugh at you. You fee, thus fortified, he feorns: your Threats, deſpiles 
all your:Tortures ; .fmiles co behold your Rage; ſo blind your View, that z 
while you aim. his hated Soul to-Hell, you ſhoot it upto Hearn... 
Shall he die now ?- | h 

Top. What has the Boy done to him? 

aq. How thoughtfully he looks 2. 2 
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Alin. Come, Sir, you are' wils, and have the World's regard; you.are 
valiant too, and fee your Valourhonour'd, "Twill be 'a Stain to both, 'in- 
deed it will, to have it faid , you have given your Fury leave to prey. on 
a poor paflive wayward Pilgrim 231 

Rod. The Boy has ſhaken me: What wou'dſt thou have:me do? 

Alin. Alas Sir, do you ask a Child 2 But ſince you do, Fll ſay the 
beſt Iknow. I'd have you then do bravely, ſcorn him, and let him go. 
You have made him tremble, now ſeal his Pardon ;' and when he appears 
a Subject fit for Anger, fit for you, his pious Armour off, his hopes-no 
higher than-your Sword may reach,-then ſtrike the noble Blow. ( {ide 
I hope I have turn'd him. | | 

Rod. Here ; Let the Fool go. I ſcorn his Life too much to take it from 
him. Butif we meet again 

Ped. I thank ye, Sir. 

Rod. No more: Be-gone. 

Exit Pearo. 

Alin, Why this was greatly done, moſt noble. (-aide 
"But whether is hegone! O, ſhall we never meet happy ? | 

Rod. Come, Boy , thou ſhalt retire with me; I love thy Company : 
Thou haſt a pleaſing Tongue ; come with me, Child. 

Alin. Pil wait upon ye, Sir. { a/de) O! Pedro. 

Ex. Rod. Alin. 


Lop. The Boy has don't; he has fav'd the Pilgrim. 
A Cunning yung Rogue, I ſhall love him fore heartily. 


Faq. And fo ſhall I, But the Knave's fo good, I'm afraid he*}ruine 
us, he'll make us all honeſt. ; '$ | 

1 Out. Marry Heav'n forbid. -—-: © | 

2 Out, He'll find that a harder Task, than to fave the Pilgrim. 
 Lop. That I believe: But come, Gentlemen, let's to Supper ; we'll 
| Drink the Boy's Health, and fo abour our buſineſs. _— 

cunt. 


The End of the Second AR. 
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Enter Roderigo, Jaques, Lopez, and three Ont- Laws. 


Rod. ?Tis ſtrange none of you ſhoud know her. 
| Faq. Alas ! we never ſaw her, nor heard of her, bat from you, 

Lop. I don't think 'twas ſhe; Methinks a Woman ſhoud not dare 

Rod. Thou ſpeak*ſt thou know*®ſt not what: What dares not Woman, 
when ſhe is provokd ? Or what ſeems dangerous ro Love and Fury ? 
That it is ſhe, Theſe Jewels here confirm me, for part of %em I my ſelf - 
ſent her, which (tho' againſt her Will ) her Father forc'd her to accept 
and wear. | Tg 

Lop. *'Tisvery firahge, a Wench and we not know it, I us'd to have . 
2a better Noſe. ite? | F 

Faq. But what cou!'d be her buſineſs here 2? | 

Rod, That's what diſtrafts me, O! that canting Pilgrim, that Villain 
Pedro ; there lies my Torture. How cunningly the pleaded for him ? : 
How Artfully ſhe fav'd him ? Death and Torments, had ye been true to 
me, 1 nee'r had ſuffer'd this. £4 

z Ont, Why, you might have hang'd him if you wou'd ; and wou'd he 
had beet hang'd, that's all we care tor't, ſo we had not don't — 

Rod, But where is ſhe now? What carg have ye had of that? Why: 
have yelether go, to defpiſe and laugh at nle ? 

Lop. The Devil that brought her hither , has carried her back again, 1 
think ; for none of us ſaw her go. | | 

Faq. No living thing came this Night through our Watches. You 
know ſhe went with you. | 
- 'Rod, And was by me, *till I fell aſleep. But when I wak'd and cal'd 
was gone. Curſe on my Dulnefs, why didI not open this? This wqw'd-. 
have told me all. b 


Enter Alphanſo and two Out-Laws. 

Alph. Prethee bring me to thy Captain, where's thy Captain, Fellow ? 
Oh, I am founder'd, I am melted; ſome Fairy has led me about all 
Night; the Devil has entic'd me with the yoice of a Whore. Where's 
thy Captain, Fellow 2 | 

t Out, Here Sir, there he ſtands. 

Alp. O! Captain, how doſt thou, Captain? T have been fool'd, bub. - 
bled, made an Aſs on: My Daughter's run away ; 1 have been haunted : 
too ; have loſt my Horſe, am ſtarvedifor want of Meat, and out of my 


its. : 
Rod. Im ſorry, Sir, toſee you engag'd in fo many Misfortune's ; But | 
E. Joe 


* C18); 


pray watk in, refreſh your ſelf, and Þil inform you what has hapned here; 
but Pil recover your Daughter, or loſe my Liſe : In the mean time all 
theſz ſhall wait upon you. | 
Alph. My Daughter be damn'd. Order me Drink enough ; I'm atl- 
moit- Cnoak'd. ( Ex. Alp. Red, 
Ro/, You ſhall have any thing. What think-you now Soldiers ? 
Fe7. I think, a Woman's a Woman; thar's all. ; WT. 
Lip. And I think the next Boy we take, we ſhou'd ſearch him a liztle 
Nearere | ( Exeunt, 
* Enter Juletta Sola, in- Boys Choaths, | 


Ful. This is Roderigo's Quarter z my old Maſter's gone in here, and 
It be witch him foon; Uil ſtartle him a little better than I have done. 
All this long Night have 1 led him out of the way, to try his Patience. 
. I have made him Swear and Curſe, and Pray, and Curſe again: I have 
made him loſe his Horſe coo, whiſtied him through thick and thin. Down 
in a Ditch 1lhad hin; there he lay blaſpheming, till I called him our 
to guids his Noſe pop into a Fuz buſh, Ten thouſand Tricks I have 
p'ay'd him, and ten thouſand will add to them before I have done with 
him. Vil teach him to plague poor Women. But all this while, I cane 
meet with my dear Miſtrifs. Im cruelly afraid ſhe ſhou'd be in Diſtreſs ; 
 wou'd to kind Heav*n I cou?d come to comfort her ; But, wml I do, Pl 
haunt thy Ghoft, 4/phonjo; I will, old Crab-Tree. He ſhan't ſleep; Nil 
gct a Drum for him, Til frighten him out of his wits; I have ſuch a Hur. 
ricane in my head, | have almoſt loſt my own allready; and i'm reſolv'd I 
won't be mad alone. When a Woman ſets upon-playing the Devil, twere 
aſhame ſhe ſhou'd not do't to the purpoſe. . ( Exit. 


Exter Scherto and Cuiio. 

Seb. 'Tis ſtrange, in all the Tour we have made, we ſhcu'd have no 
news at all of her. 

C./r, 1 Can't think ſhe's got fo far. | 

$:b, She's certain'y disguis'd ; her Modeſty wou'd never venture in her 
own Shape. | 

Cur, Let her take any Shape, Pm ſure I cou'd diſtinguiſh her. 

Seb. $0 cou'd I, I think. Has nor her Father found her ? 

Cur, Not he, he's fo wild, he wou'd not know her if he met her. 

S:b, I hope he wou'd not; for 'tis pity ſhe ſhou'd fall into his hands. 
P:.t where are we, Curio ? 

Cur. In a Wood, I think; hang me if I know elſe : And yet I have rid- 
den all theſe Coaſts, and at all hours. | 

5:6, I wiſh we had a Guide. 

C.r, If I am not much miſtaken, Seberto, we are not far from Roderigo's 
Qu. rezrs. I think "tis in this Thicket he and his Oat-Laws harbour. ' 

Seb, Thcn we are where A/pbanſo appointed to meet us, 

| | Cur 
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' <Curi, | believe we are, wou'd we cou'd meet fome living thing to in- 
form us. 7 WE 

Seb, What's that there? : [Enter Alinda. 

Curi, A Boy, I think; ſtay, Why may not he dire& us ? 

Alin, I am hungty, and I am weary, almoſt quite ſpent, yet cannot 
=p Uk z keep me in my Wits, good Heav*n! 4 feel **m wavering. O my 
Head. % 

Seb, Hey Boy, doſt hear, thou ſtripting ! 6 

Alin, O my tears, ſome of Roderigo's wicked Crew. If I am carricd 
back to him, I then indeed am wretched. | 

Curi, Dolt know what place this is, Child ? 

Alin, No indeed, Sir, not I, O my Bones ! 

Seb, What doſt thou complain tor, Boy ? A very pretty Lad this. 

Curi, What's the matter with thee, Child ? 

Alin, Alas, Sir ! I was gOIg to Segovia, to ire my ſick Mother, and 
here I have been taken, robb'd, and beaten by drunken Thieves. O my * 
back, | | 

Seb, What Rogues are theſe to uſe a poor Boy thus ! Look up Child, be 
of good cheer, hold up thy head. 

Alin. O, I cannot, it hurts me if I do; they have given me a great 
blow on the Neck. 

Curi, What Thieves are they, doſt know ? 

Alin, They call the Captain Rederigo, O Dear, O Dear, 

Curi. Look you there; I knew we w®# thereabouts. 

Seb. Doſt thou want any thing ? . 

Alin, Nothing but eaſe, Str. 

Curi. There?s ſome Mony for thee however, and get thee to thy Mother, 

Alin. 1 thank ye Gentlemen, pray Heaven Þleſs ye. 

Seb. Come let's along, we can'c loſe our way now, CExit. 

Alm. I'm glad you are gone, Gentlemen; I know you are honeſt 
men, but 1 dowc know whether you are on my fide upon this occaſion ; 
Lord how I tremble, ſend me but once into Pedro's Arms, Degg Fortune, 
and then come what will— Which way ſhall I go, or what ſhall I do ? *cis 
almoſt Night again, and I know not where to get either Meat or Lodging. 
Theſe wild Woods, and the various fancies that poſſeſs my Brain will run 
me Mad. Hey ho. [_ Enter Jaletta with a Drum, | 

Jule. Boy, Boy.  Alin,” More ſet to take me. 

Jule, Doſt hear, Boy ? a word with thee. 

Alin. *Tis a Boy-too, and no bigger than I am, I can deal with him. 

- Jule, Hark ye young Man ; Can you beat a Drum ?- 

Alin, A Drum 7 | 

Fule. A Drum?! Ay, a Drum ; didſt never ſee a Drum, mun? Prithee try 
if thou canſt make it grumble. 

Alin. (Afide.) Fuletta's Face and Tongue; is ſhe run mad too? Or 
is thereſome delign in this ? Pm Jealous of every thing. | 

Fule, P11 give thee a Royal, but to go along with me to Night, and 
hurry durry this a little. 

Alin, 1 care not for your Royal nor you neither, I have other bulineſs, 
prichee Drum to thy ſelf and Dance tor. | | 
D Juke, 


. , 
Jule, Why how now, you ſancy young Dog you ! I have a good mind” 
to lay down my Drum, and take ye a ſlap o're the Face: 
Enter Roderigo and two Out- Laws. | 
Alin, Hark; here comes more company, I ſiall be taken at laſt. Hea- - 
ven ſhield me / wy 7 [CExit, 
Fule, Baſto ; who's there ? L Ape. 
Lope, Do you need me any farther, Captain ? 
Rod... No, not a foot: Give me the Gown : ſo :. the Sword. 
Jule, This is the Devil Thief; and if he take me,woe beto my Gaskins, 
- Lope. Certainly Sir, ſhe*l] take her Patches off, and change her Habit. 
Red. Let her do what ſhe will, ſhe can't again degeive me. No, no, . 
£linda, *tis not the Habit of a Boy can twice delude me. | 
Jule. A Boy, and Patches on, what a dull Jade have I been ? [ 4/rde, 
Rod. If ſhe be found ith? Woods, ſend me word preſently, and PI] re- . 
turn ; ſhe can't be yet got far. If you don't find her, expet me——when- 
you ſee me. No more, farewel. | Exit. 
Jule, Pm very glad thou art gone. This Boy in Patches was the Boy 
I talkt to ; the very ſame, how haſtily it ſhifted me ! what a mop-ey'd * 
Aſs was I, 1 cou?d not know her. It muſt be ſhe ; ?tis ſhe : now I re- 
member her, how loath ſhe was to talk : how ſhy ſhe was of me, Pll 
follow her, but who ſhall plagye her Father there ? No, I muſt not quit. 
him yet: I muſt have one flurt nſore at him, and then for the Voyage. 


Come, Drum, make ready. by” muſt do me Service, LExit;-. 
Enter JaqueSFand one Out- Law, 
Jcq. Are they all ſer ? Out. All, and each quarter's quiet, 
Fag. Is old 4!phonſo a-ſleep ? Out. An hour ago. 


Jaq. We muſt be very careful in our Captain's abſence. 
Out. It concerns us, he won't be long from us. Hark——[ Drum afar off. 


Faq. What ! Out. A Drum. 
Jaq. The Devil, Out. ?Tis not the wind, ſure. 
Faq. No: that's Still and Calm. Hark again, Oat.. Tat, Tat. 


Faq. Itgpmes nearer : we are ſ{urpriz'd ; tis by the King's Command; 
vie are all Dead men. 

Out, Hark, hark, a Charge now. Our Captain has betray'd ns all. 

Faq. Tiis comes of Love : Poverty, a ſcolding Wite, and ten Davgh- 


ters be his recompence. LEnter Lopez. 
Lop. DYye hear the Drum ? Faq. Yes, we do hear it. 
1 Out, Hark, another on that fide. CEnter two Out-Laws. 


1 Out, Fly, fly, fly, we are all taken, we are all taken. 

2 Out. A Thouſand Horſe and Foot, a Thouſand Priſoners, and every 
Man a Halter by his ſide. 

Lop. A diſmal Night, Companions what's to be done ? 

Jaq. Every Man ſhift for himſelf. = 

Enter Alphonſo, » 

Alph, Ay marry Sir, where's my Horſe now ? what a Plague did I do 
amongſt theſe Rogues ? is there ne*re a hole to creep into ? I ſhall be ta- 
ken for their Captain, and out of reſpe& to my Poſt, be hang'd up firſt. 
A Pox of all Ceremonies, cry I ; what will become of me I muſt be a 
Daughter-hunting, with a Pox to me : Lord ! Lord ! that a fooliſh Ls 

7 ore 


[ Excunt, 
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"Whore ſhou'd lead a wiſe old Rogue into ſo much miſchief, But hark * 
*hark, I ſay: ay ; here they come. That I had but the Strumpet here nows 


to find *em a little Play while I made my eſcape. _ 
Enter Seberto, Curio, and Ont-Laws. 

Seb. What do you fear ? what do you run from ? Here are no Souldi- 
ers, no Body from the King to Attack you, are you all mad ? 

1 Out, Ay, but the Drum, the Drum Sir, did not you hear the Drum ? 

Cuyi, I never ſaw ſuch Pidgeon-hearted Rogues : what Drum, you 
Fools ? What Danger ? who's that ſtands ſhaking there behind, enough 

to infe&t a whole Army with Cowardiſe. Mercy on me, Sir, is't you ? 
what ist that frights you thus ? 

Alph. Is there any hopes; do ye think I cowd buy my Pardon ? 

_ Seb, What is'c that has frighted you thus out of your Senſes ? here's 
no danger near you - A Drum I heard indeed, and ſaw it, a Boy was 
beating it 3 Hunting Squirrils by Moon-Light. 

Curt, Nothing elſe, vpon my Word, Sir. 

Alph. That Rogue, the very Boy, no doubt ont, that haunted me «1l 
laſt Night. I wiſh I had him, he has plagued my heart ont. Bur come, 
let's go in, and let me get on my Cloaths ; if I ſtay here any longer to 
be Martyr'd thus, 111 beget another Daughter. Where is that Jewel ? 
Have you met her yet ? | | 

Seb. No ; we have no news of her. 

Alph. Then I can tell you ſome, ſhe has been here in Boys Cloaths, 
ſhe has.truſt up her Modeſty in a Pair of Breeches. There has bcen a Pil- 
grim at her Tail too, I ſuppoſe the Game's almoſt up by this time. 

Curi, A young Boy we met, Sir. 


Alph, In a Gray-Hat. Cari, In a Gray-Hat, 
- Alpb. Patches on. Curi, Patches on. 
-Alpb. The Strumpet. Cari. Impoſlible. 


Alph. True ——in the Litteral Senſe, 

Seb. *Fis wonderful we ſhou'd not know her. 
 AFAlpb. Dam her, that's all. Come get me ſome Wine, a great deal - 
This Halter makes me kekkle in the Throat ſtill. CERC - 

| Enter Juletta ſola. 

What a fright have I put %em in / a brave hurly burly ; P faith, if 
this do but bolt him, PII be with him again, with a new part. Pll terk 
him ; as he hunts her, Dll bunt him, no Fox with a kennel of Hounds at 
his Tail, ever had ſuch a time on?c. LExit. 


SCENE Sou. 


Enter Pedro and 4 Gentiemgn, 


Gent, You need make no Apology Sir, I take a Pleaſtre in waiting 
upon Srangers, and ſhewing *em what's worth their {cciag in our 'City. 
Beſides I obſerve you are fad, I wov'd vert your mclanciicly if I cond, 
Will ye view ov: Caſtle ? | | 

7:3, Ithankye, vi: bur. Pvealready ſecnit z?tis trongand well provided. 

Gent, How do youu like the Walks ? | 
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Ped. They are very pleaſant ; your Town ſtands cool and Cweet. 
Gent, But that I wou'd not add to your ſadneſs —1 cou'd ſhew you a 
. Place were worth your view. ; ; - 

Ped. Shews ſeldom alter me, Sir, pray what place ist ? 

Gen. *Tis a Houſe here, where People of all ſorts, that have been viſi- 
ted with Lunacies, and Follies, wait their Cures, There's fancies of a thou- 
fand ſtamps and faſhions : Some 'of Pity, that it wou'd make you melt 
to ſee their Paſſions: And ſome again as light that wou'd divert you. But 
I ſee your temper, Sir, too much inclin'd to Contemplation to have a taſte 
of ſuch Diverſions. 

Ped. You miſtake me, Sir, I ſhou'd be glad to ſee *em; if you pleaſe, 
F:] wait upon you thither, 

Gent. Since you are willing Sir, I ſhall be proud to be your guide. 

Ped. I never yet had ſo much min to take a view of miſery. [Excunt. 

Enter two Keepers. 

1 Keep, Carry mad Beſs ſome Meat, ſhe roars like Thunder,, Ard tye 
the Parſon ſhort ; the Moon's th? full, he has a thonſand Pigs in's Brain.. 
Who looks to the Prentice ? Keep him from Women, he thinks he has loſt 
his Miſtreſs: And talk of no Silk Stuffs ; *cwill run him Horn mad. - 

2 Keep. The Jaſtice keeps ſuch a ſtir yonder with his Charges, and ſuch 
2 coll with his Warrants. 

1 Keep. Take away his Statutes ; the Devil has poſſeſt him in the like- 
neſs of Penal Laws 3 keep him from Aqua-vitz, for if that Spirit creep. 
ito his Quorum, hel commit vs all, How 1s with the Scholar ? 

2 Keep, For any thing I ſee he is ins right Wits. 

x Keep. Thou art an Aſs 3his Head's too full of other Peoples Wits, 
to leave room for his own. [Enter Engliſh Madman, 

Engl. Give me ſome Drink. | | 

I Keep. O ho, here's the Engliſh Man. 

Engl. Fill me a thouſand Pots, and froth *em, froth **m; down o” your 
knees, you Rogues, and pledge me roundly ; one, two, three and: 
four. To the great Turk, I'm his Friend, and will prefer him, he ſhall. 
quit his Crown——and be a-Tapfter. | 

1 Keep. Peace, thou heatheniſh Drunkard, Peace for ſhame. Theſe Eng- 
liſh are ſo Malt-mad, there's no medling with them ; when they have a. 
Fruitfur Year of Barly there, the whole Ifland's thus. 

Engl. Who talks of Barly* my Drink's fmall ; down. with the Malt- 
Tax. Huzza. | : 

1 Keep. Hold your Tongue, you Bear yov, or I ſhall ſo Chaſtiſe ye 

Eng. Who's that ? An Exciſe man ? The Devil [Enter a {he Fool. 

Fool. God give you gvod Even, Gaffer. 

2. Keep.. Who has ler the Feol looſe here ? | | ; 

1 Keep. If any of the Madmen get her, they'l Pepper her, they'l Bounce - 
ber, I Faith. - | : | 

Fool. Will you walk into the Cole-honſe, Gaffer ? 

2. Keep, She's as Leacherous as a ſhe Ferret. 

3: Keep. Who a Vengeance looks to ther ? Go in Kate, go in, and Pll 
give thee a fine Apple. | 

Fogel, Will you buſs me, and tickle me, and make me Laugh? 

1 Keep, 
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1 Keep, V1 whip you, Huſly. _ 

Engl, Fool, fool, come up ta me, fool. 

Fool. Are ye Peeping ? Engl. Pll get thee:with five Fools. 

Fool. O fine, O Dainty. at | 

Engl, And thou ſhalt lie ira Horſe-cloath like a Lady; 

Fool. And ſhall I have a Coach? | | 

Engl, Drawn with four Turkeys, and they ſhall tread thee too: 

Fool, We ſhall have Eggs then ; and ſhall I fit upon ern ? | 

Engl. Ay, Ay, and they fhalF be all Addle, and make a Tanzey for the 
Devil. Come, come away; Iam taken with thy Love, Fool, and will 
mightily belabour thee, | 

1 Keep. How the Slut Bridles How ſhe twitters at him ! Theſe Eng- 
I'ſ: men would ſtagger a wiſe Woman, If we ſhould ſuffer her to have her 
will now, we fhould have all the Women in Spain as mad as ſhe here. 

2 Keep. They'd ſtrive who ſhowd be moſt fook: Away with her. 

Fool. Pray ye ſtay a little, let's hear him ſirig : He has a fine Breaſt. 

Enter Maſter, three Gentlemen, Pedro, a mad: Scholar. . 

1 Keep. Here comes my Maſter : to the Spit, you whore ;z and ſtir no- 
more abroad, but tend your buſineſs, you ſhall have no more ſops Pth? pan 
elſe. Away with 'em both. _ CExit Keep. with the Madman and fool, 

1 Gen, I'll aflure you'Sir, the Cardinals angry with you for keeping 
this young Man, * Za | 

Maſt, Pm heartily ſorry, Sir; if you allow him ſound, pray take him/ 
with you. : 

2 Go We can find nothing in him Light nor Tainted ; no ſtarts, no 
rubs in all his Anſwers : His Letters too are full of Diſcretion, Learning, 
and in a handſom ſtile, 

Maſt, Don't be deceiv'd Sir, mark but his Look. 

1 Gen, His grief and his Impriſonment may ſtamp that there. 

aſt. Pray talk with him agen then. 

2 Gen, That will be needleſs, we have tryed him long enough, and if 
he had a taint, we ſhould have met with'c. Ss | 

Ped. A ſober Youth : *Tis Pity ſo heavy a misfortune ſhould attend him, 

2 Gen, You find no fickneſs ? | 
G Scho. None Sir, I thank Heaven ; nor nothing that diſturbs'my under- 

anding. | 

I Go Do you ſleep_a Nights ? Scho. Perfectly ſound and ſweet. 

2 Gen, Have you no fearful Dreams ? | : 

Scho. Sometimes, as all have, who go to Bed with raw and windy ſto- 
macsh, | : | 

I Gen, Is there no unkindneſs you have receiv'd from any Friend, or 
Parent ? or Scorn from what you lov'd ? - 

Scho, No truly Sir, I have not yet iczn Villany enongh, to make me 
doubt the truth of Friend or Kindred-—and what Love is, unlefs it lye in 
Learning, T am ignorant. 

1 Gen, This Man is perfect ; I never met with on2 that talwfd more 
regularly. | 

Maſt, Yowl find it otherwiſe. 

2. Gen, I mult tell you plainly Sir, I think you keep him here to make 
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" him-mad, *bnt here's his Diſcharge from my Lord Cardinal. Come Sir, 
- you are now at Liberty to go with us. ,- | | 
Scho. I thank ye, Gentlemen $4 Maſter: farewel. ; 
Maſt. Farewel Stephano, Alas ! Poor Man. / 
1 Gen, What flaws and guſts of Weather we haye'had theſe three 
days 2. How dark and hot it is ? The Skie is full of mutiny, 
A7aft, Tt has been ſtubborn Weather. - 
'2 Gen. Strange work at Sea, I doubt there's old Tumbling. 
1 Gen, Bleſs my old Uncle*s Bark, I have a Venture in't. 
2 Gen. And ſo have I, more than Pd wiſh to loſe, Pm in ſome fear, 
Scho. Do you fear ? 2 Gen. Ha! How helooks ? 


Maſt, Nay, mark him better, Gentlemen; 
.2 Gen, Mercy on me, how he ſtares ? | 
Maſt, Now tell me how ye like him? What think ye of him for a ſo- 
-ber Man now'? | 
Scho. Does the Sea ſtagger, ye ? | 
Maſt. Now you have hit the Nick. Scho. Do ye'fear the Billows ? . 
1 Gen. What Ails him, who-has ſtirr'd him ? py : 
Scho, Be not ſhaken; {Let the ſtorm riſe; let it blow on, blow on:: 
Let the Clouds wraſtle, and let the Vapours of the Earth turn mutinous. 
The Sea in hideous Mountains riſe, and tumble upon a-Dolphin's back, 
PII make all ſhake, for I am Neptune, | 
Maſe, Now, what-think you of him'?? 2 Gen. Alas ! poor Man, © 
-Scho, Your Bark ſhall Plough through all, and not a ſurge ſo ſawcy to 
«diſturb her : PII ſee her ſafe, my Pow?r ſhall ſail before her=——m— | 
Down ye angry Waters all, 
Ye loud whiſtling Whirlwinds fall. 
Down ye-proud Waves; ye Storms ceaſe, 
I command ye, be at Peace; _ 
Fright not with your Churliſh Notes, 
Nor bruiſe the Keel of Bark that- floats. 
No devouring Fiſh come nigh, 
Nor Monſter in my Empery | 
Once ſhew his Head, or'terrour bring, 
But let the weary Sailor ſing, 
Amphitrite, with white Arms | 
Strike my Lute, Pll ſing Charms. | 
, Maſt. Now he muſt have Muſick, his fit will grow worſe elſe, Et 
2 Gen, I pity him. ; C Muſck, 
Maſt. Now he'll go in quietly of himſelf, 
And clean forget all, I 
Gen. Weare ſorry, Sir, and we have ſeen a wonder, 
Pray Excuſe our unbelief. 
Ped. This was a ſtrange Fit, | 
Maſt. Many have ſworn him right, and I have thonght io ; yet on a 
iſadden, from ſome word or other, when no Man could expect a Fit, thus 
he has flown out. LEnter Alinda 


Alin, Muſt I come in too ? | 
Maſt. No, my pretty Lad, keep in thy Chamber, thou ſhalt have thy 
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Ped. Pray what is that, Sir ? | 

Maſt. A ſtrange” Boy that was found aſt Night wandring about the 
Town a little diſtraQted, ſo was ſent hither. 

Ped, How . the pretty Knave looks! 'and Plays, and Peeps upon me ! 
Snre ſuch Eyes I have ſeen. ; : 

Maſt, Pray take care, Sir, if you ſeem to take notice . of him, you'll 
make him worſe. | 

Ped. PI warrant you, Fl not hurt him : How he ſmiles! Let me look -. 
once again; but that the Cloaths are different—— Syre *tis not ſhe —— 
How tenderly.-it preſſes me ? 

27aft. 1 muſt attend elſe where, pray take heed. [Exit Maſter. 

Ped. Fear not: How my Heart beats and trembles ! He holds mt 
hard 3 thou haſt a mind to ſpeak tome, he Weeps: What would'Iſt thoy.. 
fay, my Child ? Doſt know me? - 

Alin, O Pedro, Pedro ! Ped, O my Soul. 

Gen, Hey, what fit's this ; I think the Pilgrim's off the Hooks too.” 

Alin, Let me hold thee, and now come all the World, 1 fear not. 

Ped, Be wiſe my Angel, you'll diſcover y#hr feif; ob, how I Love. 
thee. How doſt thou ? tell me. 

Alin, ] have been Miſerable. But your Eyes have-bleſt me; pray 
think it not immodeſty I kiſs ye. Oh, my Hezd's wild ſtill. 

Ped. Be.not fo full -of Paſſion, nor hang ſo eagerly upon me, *cwill © 
be obſerv'd. | | | 

_ Alin, Are ye then weary of me! but. you ſhan't leave me: No, [ll 
hang here for ever. Kiſs you eternally, O my dear Pilgrim. . 
| Enter Maſter, 

aft. Look ye there now ; I knew what you'd do. The Boy's in's 
Fit again : Are ye not aſham'd to torment him thus? T told you, you'd 
bring 1t upon him. Either be gone, and preſently, Ill force ye elſe : 
Who waits within ! [Enter two Keepers. 

Ped. Alas ! good Sir, this is the way never to recover him. 

Maſt. Stay but one minute more, PII complain to the Governour. Pall 
away the Boy ; look ye there, ye ſee how he pulls, and tears himſelf.” 
Be gone Fou had beſt, for if the Boy miſcarry 11 make you rue 1t. 

Ped, O Miſery, Alin. Farewel, for ever. [ Excunt different ways. 


The End of the Third A@, 
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ACT 1 


Enter Alphonſo, and a Gentleman. . 


Juletta follows ?em2 11nſeen, 


Gen, OU are now within a Mile oth* Town, Sir; if my buſineſs would : 
- give-me leave, d guide ye farther. But for ſuch Gentlemen - 

as you enquire for,. I haye ſeen none, The Boy you de{ibe; or one much - 
| 8 _- : Iixe. - 
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ke it, was Tent in Pother Night a little maddiſh, and now is inthe Houſe J.: 
appointed for ſuch Cures, : | | | 

Alp. ? Tis very well, I thank ye Str. - 

Fule. (aſide) And ſo do [:: for if there be ſuch a place, I ask no more z 
you ſhall hear of me, Þ faith, old Gentleman, PII follow you there too, as 
founder'd as lam. And make ye kick and -roar afore 1 have done with 
you. Pll teach you to hunt Mad-Houſes. eo - 

Alp.- (afide) It mult beſhe. *Tis very well, is your blood ſo hot, Pfaith, 

* my Minx ? I'll have ye madded, Pi! have ye wornvd. 
Enter Alinda as a Fool. | 
* Gen. Here's one belongs to the very Houſe, Sir, *tis a poor Ideot. 
Rat ſhe'll ſhew you the way as well as a wiſer Body, So, Sir, I leave 
YOu. -> LEXRTOT. 

Alp. Your Servant. Here Fool, a word with thee, Fool. 

Aiin., QI am loſe, *tis my Father in all his rage, 

Alp. Hark thee, Fool. | 

Alin, He does not know me, Heaven grant I may deceive him ſtil]! 
will ye give me two peyge, Gatiter, and here's a Crow Flower, and a 
Dazie ? I have ſome Pye in my Pocket too, 

Alp. This is an errent Fool, a meer Changeling, | 

Alin, Think-ſo, and I am- happy. [4/ae. 

Alp. Doſt thou dwell in Segovia, Fool ? 

£lin, No, no, I dwell in Heaven and I have a fine little Houſe made - 
of Marmalad ; andIam alone Woman, and I fpin for St. Peter. 1 have a * 
hundred I&tle Children, and they ſing Palms with me. 

Alp. A very pretty Converſation | am falling into here, eſpecially for 
a Man in a Paſſion. Canſt thou tell me if this be the way to the Town ? 

Alin. Yes, yes, you muſt go over the top of that high Steeple, Gaffer. 

Alp. A Plague of your Fools face. 

"Jul. (aſide.) No 3 take her Counſel, do. 

Alin, And then you ſhall come to a River, Gaffer, twenty Miles 
over, and twenty Miles and ten ; and then you' muſt pray, Gafter, and 
pray, and pray, and pray, and pray, and pray. 

Alp. Pray Heav*n deliver me from ſuch an Aſs as thou arr. 

Alin, Amen, ſweet Gafter ; and fling a Sop of Sugar-Cake into it, and 
then you muſt leap in naked, | 

Jul. (aſide) Wowd he wov'd believe her. 

Alin. And ſink ſeven days together. Can ye ſink, Gaffer. ? 

Alp. Pox on thee, and a Pox © that Fool that lett me to thee. Exit. Alp. 

Alin, God be w'ye Nunkle. | 
- Jul. How I rejoyce in any thing that vexes him ! I ſhall love this Fool 
as long as I live, for putting her hand to the Plough. Cou'd I but ſee my 
Miſtreſs now, to tell-her how I have labour'd for her, how I have worn 
my ſelf away in her Service ! — Wel], ſure I ſhall find her ar laſt, 

. Alin, {(afide) Tis Fuletta,.— Sure ſhe's honeſt ; yet I dare not diſcover 
my ſelf to her. INS | 


_ Jul. Here; foo], here*s ſomething for thee to buy Apples, for the ſport 
$aou haſt made in croſſing thy Nunkle. 


Alin, Thank ye, little Gentleman; Heaven bleſs ye. Pray keep this 
| Nutmeg 3 
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Nutmeg ; *twas ſent me from the Lady of the Mountain, a Golden Lad y. 

Ful. How prettily it prattles ! ; 

Alrn. *Tis very good to rub your Underſtanding ; and fo good Night ; 
the Moon's up. | 

Ful. Pretty Innocence ! 

Alin. (aſide) Now Fortune, if thou darſt do good, prote&t me. [Exit. 41. 

Ful. Til follow him. to your Town ; he ſhan't *ſcape me. ——Let me 
ſee, ——I muſt counterfeit a Letter, a Letter of Authority for him. —— 
Yes, *twill do; certainly do, =—— How I ſhall make his old Blocd boyl ! 
Rare ſport i'faith ! ——- But what 7?ch? Name of Innocence has this Fool 
given me ! She ſaid *twas good to rub my Underſtanding; is't Bread or 
Cheeſe? — Hah! a Ring! aright one! a Ring I know too! —= The 
very {amew==z A Ring my Miſtreſs took from me, and wore it, 1 know 
it by the Poſie. None could deliver this but ſhe her ſelf. *T was ſhe. Curſe 
o* my Sand-blind Eyes. Twice deceived ! Twice ſo near the Bleſſing 1 
am ſeeking ! What ſhall I do ? Here-are © many croſ-ways, ?tis is vain 
to follow her. I hope however, for all her Dreſs, ſhe's in her Senſes 
ſl], for ſure ſhe knew me, — We, to divert my melancholy wu I can 
meet with her again, Vil go and have tl other touch with her Father, 

Enter Roderigo. [ Exit, Jul, 

Rod. She's not to be recover'd ; and, which doubles my Torment, he's 
got beyond my Vengeance, How they laugh at me ! Death and Furies ! 
But why fnowd I {till wander thus, and be a Coxcomb, tire out my P=zc2 
and Pleaſure for a Girl? a Girl that ſcorns me too ? a thing that hates 
me; and, conſider at the beſt, is but a ſhort Breakfaſt for a hot Appetite ? 


—- \Wei] thought : That ſhort Repaſt I'll make on her, and fo PII reſt. 


Look to'r, my young decetver ; we ſhall meet ; which when we do, 
not all the Tears and Cries of trembling Chaſtity ſhall fave you. You 
have fir'd my Dwelling, and ſha!l quench my Flame, [Enter Alinda, 
Alin. Is not that Pedro ? ?Tis he ; *tis he, —— Oh my+- 
Rod. What art thon? Ali, Hah! ——Oh! Pm miſerable. [4/:4e. 
Rod, What the Devil art thou ? 
Alin, (afide) No end of my misfortunes ? Heav*ns ! that Habit to betray 
me! ye holy Saints,can ye ſee that? Do your ſelves Juſtice, and protect me. 
Rod, It dances! Hey-day ! The Devil in a FooPs Coat ! 'Is he turn'd 
Changeling 2 What mops and mows it makes! How it frisks ! 1s not 
a Fairy ? It has a mortal Face, and Pre a great mind -to't, But if it 
ſhow'd prove the Devil ! - 
Alin. Con? hither, Dear. 
Rod. I tink *cwill raviſh me, It's'a .handfom thing, but baſely Sun- 
burnt. Whar's that it points at. ? 
lin, Dofſt thou ſ-e that Scar there ? that juſt above the Sun? Prithee go 
thither and light me this Tobacco, and ffop it with the Horns of the Moon, 
Rod. The thing's mad, quite mad. Go flcep, fool, go fleep, 
Alin. Thou cant not flecp fo quietly ; for I can ſay my Prayers, and 
then {lumber. 
I am not proud, nor full of Wine ; 
This little Flow'r will make me fine :; 
Cruel in heart, for I will cry 
It 1 ſee a Sparrow dye, E I 


- 
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T am not watchful to do ill, - 
Nor glorious to purſue it ſtill ; 
Nor pitileſs to thoſe that weep. 
Such as are; bid them go ſleep. 
Do, do, do; and ſee if they can. 45s | 
Rod, It ſaid true. Its words fink into me. Sure cis a kind of Sybil 3. 
ſome mad Prophet. I feel my Fury bound and fetter?d 1n me. : 
Alia, Give me your hand, and Fl tell you your Fortune. 
Rod. Here, prithee do. 
Alin. Fye! fye ! fye! fye! fye! Waſh your Hands and pare your Nails, 
and look finely, you ſhall never kiſs the King's Daughter elſe, 
Red. I waſh *em daily. Alina, Bur foul *em faſter. 
Rod. (aſide) This goes nearer me. Alin. You ſhall have two Wives. 
Rod. Two Wives ! 
Alin. Yes; two fine Gentlewomen. Make much of *em, for they*ll 
ſtick cloſe to you, Sir. And theſe two in two days, Sir. 
Rod, That's a fine Riddle! 
Alin, Today you ſhall wed Sorrow,and Repentance will come to morrow. 
Rod. Sure ſhe's. inſpird. Alin, I'll tell you more, Str. [Sings.. 
He calPd down his merry men all, 
By One, by Two, by Three. 
William wou'd fain bave been the Firſt, 
But now the Laſt is he, 
Rod. The very Chronicle of my misfortunes. 
Aiin, 1'i] bid you Good-Evn; for my Boat ſtays for me, end I muſt ſup 
with the Moon to Night in the Mediterranean. _ CExit. Alin, 
Rod, Can Fools and Mad-folks then be Tutors to me ? Can they feel 
my Sores, yet I inſen{ible ? Sure this was ſent by Providence to ſteer me 
right, Pm wondrous weary z my thoughts too, they are tir'd, wich 
adds a weighty burden to me. T have done ill; I have puriuv'd ir too ; 
nay, ſtil} run on. I muſt think better ; be ſomething elſe, or nothing. 
Still | grow heavier. A little reſt wou'd help me 3 ll try it I can take it 3 
and Heaven's Goodneſs guard me. | Lies down, 
Enter four Peaſants. 
1 Pea. We have ſcap'd to day well, If the Out-Laws had known we 
had been ſtirring, we had pay*d for*t, Neighbours. 
2 Pea, A mwurrain take *em, they have robb%d me thrice. 
3 Pca, Me five.times, my Daughter fifty ; tho* to give 'em their due, 
they ne're take any thing from her, but what ſhe can very well ſpare. 
Pea. Ah! my poor Wife hes been in their hands too : But, to fay 
the truth, I don't find ſhe has loſt much neither. 
1 Pea, For my part, I ought not to complain, for I have got three Chil- 
Cren by *em. Poor Joxe ! they have pepper'd her Jacket. 
2 Pea. Wou'd we had ſome of *em here, to thank ?em for their kindneſles., 
3 Pea. So we were {trong enough to Circumciſe*em,[ don't care it we had, 
4 Pea, What's that lies there ? | 
1 Pea, Anold Woman that keeps Sheep hereabouts. 
2 Pea, Drunk, I ſuppoſe. 
. 3 Pea. And a Sword by her ſide to keep the Wolves off ——Hah ” 
Captain Rodeyigo, or the Devil.—— Stand to your Arms, Geatlemen. 
4 Pea, 
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4 Pea. ?Tis he! 1 Pea, Speak ſoftly. 

2 Pea, Now's our time. 

3 Pea, Stay, ſtay, let's be provident, Shall we wake him before we 
kil) him, or after ? : 

4 Pea. Let me kill my ſhare of him before he wakes. 

1 Pea. Let me have the firſt blow ; he robb'd me laſt. 

2 Pea. No, 1 ought to have the firſt ; he Cuckolded me laſt. 

2 Pea. Hold, hold ; no Civil Wars, d'ye hear ? Beat his Brains out be- 
tween ye, And then Pll pick his Pockets. ' Aſide, 

4 Pea, Draw your Knives, and every Man ſeize a Limb. 

Omn. Huzzah ! Rod. Slaves! Villains ! will ye murder me ? 

3 Pea. No, no; we'll only tickle you a little. D*'ye remember Foar, 
Captain ? Pl] ſpoil ye for a Cuckold-maker, {Enter Pedro. 

Rod, For Heavens ſake ! as y'are Men ; as yare Chriſtians, 

3 Pea. Neither Man nor. Chriſtian upon this occaſion, but a Cuckold 
with a Knife in my hand. 

Rog, Oh help! Some help there ! 

Ped, YeVillains! are ye at Murder ? Off, ye inhuman Slaves / — Do 
ye not ſtir ? Nay then have among ye. 


Onm, Away, away, away. LExeunt, 
Ped, Villains ! uſe Violence to that Habit ? 

Rod, Pedro! Nay then I am more wretched than ever. [4ſide. 
Ped, Hah! Roderigo! What makes him here thus clad ? Is it Repen- 

tance, or a Diſzniſe for Miſchief ? [4/190 

Rod, To owe my Life to him, makes me all Confuſion. [4/ide. 
Ped. Ye are not much hurt, Sir ? : | 
Rod. No, All I can call a Wound, is in my Conſcience. { A146; 


Ped, Have ye conlider'd the Nature of theſe Men, and how they have 
us'd you? was it well ? ; 

Rod, (a/ide) 1 dare not ſpeak, for I have novght to anſwer. 

Ped. Did it look noble to be o&re-laid with odds 2 Did it ſeem manly 
1 a multitude to oppreſs you ? If it be baſe in. Wretches low like theſe, 
what muit jt be in one that's born like yon ? Ah Rodcrigo ! had I aban- 
do:?d Honeſty, Religion, broke thro? the Bonds of Honour and Humant- 
ty, I had ſet as ſmall a price upon thy Life, as thou c1dſT lately npon 
mine - But | reſerve thee to a nsbler Vengeance, 

Rod. | thank ye 3 you have the Nobler Soul, 1 muſt confeſs it; ard of 
your Paſſions are a greater Maiter. Ti? Example's glorious, and I wiſh 
to follow ir. - There is a ſtain of Infamy abont me, and the Dye 1s deep 3 
yet pollibly occaſien may preſen:, that I may waſh it off, - 

Ped. Pll give you one, a noble one, I think, We have a quarrel, we've 
a Miſtreſs tco, We are ſingle, and our Azms alike, In one fair riſque of 
Life let all determine, our Ran-our paſt, and Happineſs to come. 

Rod. ( ajide) His Virtue przzics me. I dare fight, Pedro. 

Ped. 1 do believeyou dare: Or if you wanted Courage, the beauteous 
Prize for which we now contend wowd rouze you to'r. 

Rod, Hah ! Ped. If you deſerve her, dra. 

Rod, I do not, nor ſuch a noble Enemy : 1 therefore w!li not draw. 

Ped, I cov'd compel you to'r, but wowd not willing!y. 

E 2 R9d,. 
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Rod. You cannot, to increaſe my Guilt : The Loads already more than | 
1 can bear 3 I wo*not add to'r. Ped. Poor Evaſion, 

Rod, Thou wrong'ſt me, much thou wrong'lt me; time will convince 
thee owt. I'll fatisfie thee any way but this. I have been wicked, bnt 
cannot be a Monſter. My Sword. refuſes to attempt the: Man preſferv*d 
me; its temper ſtarts at thy Virtue. 1f thou wilt have me fight, give me 
an Enemy, for thou art none. 

Ped, I'm more, for I'm thy Rival. | | 

Rod. That is not in thy power, for 7 no more am thine. -No, Pedro; . 
the wrongs Pve done my.-ſelf and thee, let that fair Saint attone for : 
There's nothing more I or the World can give, and noting leſs can ex- 
piate my Crimes, or recompence thy Virtue. 

. Ped. 1g poſſible thou canſt be ſuch a Penitent ! 

Kod, T am moſt truly ſuch ; and leſt T ſhould relapſe again to Hell, for- 
get the Debt 7 owe to thee and Heav'n, this ſacred Habit 7 have ſo pro- 
phan'd, ſhall henceforth be my faithful Monitor, E 

Ped. Noble Roderigo, how glorious is this Change ! Let me embrace thee, 

Rod. Thou great Example of Humanity, dolt thou forgive me ? 

Ped. I do; with joy Ldo. 

Rod. Then 1am happy —— All I have more to ask, is, leave to attend you 
in your preſent difficulties ; that by ſuch ſervice as 7 have power to ren- 
der, I may confirm you I am what [ ſeem. 

Ped. There needs no further proof, However, in hopes I doubly may 
return thoſe Services, Pll not refuſe em, : LExecunt. 
Enter Alphonſo, Maſter and Keepers. 

Maſt. Yes, Sir, here are ſuch People : But how pleaſing they may be 
to you, I can't tell, 

Alp. That's not your concern; I deſire to ſee 'em, to ſee %em all. 

Maft. All? Why, they'il quite confound ye, Sir ; .like Bells rung 
backwards, they are nothing but confuſion, meer Noife. 

Alp. May be I love Noiſe ?— But hark ye, Sir ; have ye no Boys? 
handfom young Boys ? , 

Ataſt. One, Sir, we have, a very bandſom Boy. Alp. Long here ? 

Maſt, But two Days. A little craz'd, but may recover, | 

Alp. That Boy, I would ſee that Boy ; perhaps 1 know him-—(A/de) 
This is the Boy he told me of 3 it muſt be ſhe——The Boy, Maſter, I 
beſeech ye the Boy. | , 

Ataft, You ſhall ſee him, Sir, or any elſe : But pray dowt be fo violent. 

Alp, I know what to do, I warrant ye; Im for all fancies; I can talk 
to *em, and diſpute if occaſion be——W ha lies here ? 

Keep, Pray don't diſturb 'em, Sir 3 here lies ſuch Youths will make 
you ſtart, if they begin to Dance their Frenchmores, 

21aſt. Fetch out the Boy, Sirrah. [Shaking of Irons within: | Hark ! 

Alp, Hey-boys / : 

Enter Engliſh Madman, Scholar and Prieſt, 

Eng. Bounce, Clap her o'th* Starboard. Bounce, Top the Can: 

Schol. Dead, ye Dog, dead ! D'ye quarrel in my Kingdom ? Give me 
my Trident. | 

Eng. Bounce !>"Twixt Wind and Water ! Laden with Mackerel !-.— 
Oh brave Meat ! I PP Fe Scho, My 
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Scho.. My Sea-Horſes. Pl charge the Northern Wind, and break his 
Bladder. 
Alp. Brave ſport, Pfaith ! 
Prieſt. VII ſell my Bells, before Pi] be outbrav'd thus, 
Alp. What's he, _ | 
Maſt. A Prieſt, Sir, that run mad for a Tythe-pig. . 
Alp. Curran-ſawce cure him. 
Prieft, PI curfe ye all, Pll excommunicate ye. . Thou Engliſh Heretick, 
give me the tenth Pot, 
Eng. Sue me, T1 drink up all. Bounce 7 ſay once more— O-ho ! have. 
I ſplit your Mizen ®Blow, blow, thou Weſt-wind ; blow till thou riſe, and 
make the Sea run roaring ;z——[T'I] hiſs it down again, with a Bottle of Ale. 
Scho, Tryton | why, Tryton ! Fug. Trytows drunk with Metheglin. 
Scho, Strike, ſtrike the Surges, ſtrike. Prieſt. Pl] have my Pig. 
Eng. Drink, drink ;*cis Day-light=Drink, diddle, diddle,diddle,Drink.... 
*Prieft, Ill damn thee, 7 ei 
Eng. Prieſt, proud Prieſt, a Pig's Tail in thy Teeth. - 
Prieſt, My Pig — or Þ!] marry thee, | 
Eng. Say no more, My Drink's out, Huſh is the word— and to ſleep. 
' Maſt, Their Fits are cool now ; let %m reſt. 
Alp. Mad Gallants, mad Gallants, Pfaith ; I love their Faces ;. 1 never 
fell into better Company in my Life. LEnter mad Taylor. - 
Tay. Who's that ?!—The King of Spades ? 
PH make him a new Mantle ? 
Alp. Hey Day : A mad. Taylor too-! What . 
The Pox made thee Mad ? 
Tay. Cabbage-—-—Snip- goes the Sheers—— 
And the Coat's never the ſhorter. 
Alp: Thov'rt a brave Fellow, and ſha's make me . 
A new Doublet. 
Tay. For thy Coronation ——— PII do't; 
But Mony down ; doſt hear * Mony down, 
The King of Spades is a Courtier, 
Prieſt, Pl have a new Gown. | 
Tay. So thou ſha't, made of Shreds——and a - 
Tythe Loulſe to prevent Damnation 
Alp. Wo*t 'be my Chaplain ? 
Prieſt. And ſay Grace to boild Meat ? —m— The Devil. 
Alp. Car'it thou Preach ? 
Prieſt, Give me a Text. 
Tay. Pudding. 
Prieſt. Where is't ? Pll handle it Divide if weoo_ 
Subdivide it=—and give my Pariſh—ne're a. bit owt. 
Tay. My Lady's Woman ſhall have a ſlice, 
Prieſt, Mum. 
Tay. Vil cut thee a pair of Britches, out of the tail of her Petticoar. 
Prieſt, Warm ware Dog Days —— but Haſh : Put out the. Can- 
dle—— —— Maiden-head's the Word. - If the Cardinal hear's ont 


he'll have a Pair too, 


[Enter Reepers, and ſhe Fool jn Alinda's Cloaths; 
I &fep, 
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7. Keep. You ſtinking Whore, who did this for you ? Who looks to 
the Boy ? Pox take him, he was afleep when 1 left him, "Io 

2 Keep. I ſappoſe he made the Fool drunk. 

Maſt. What's this noiſe about 2 Where's the Boy ? 

1 Keep. Here's all the Boys we have founds 

Maſt. Theſe are his Cloaths ; but where's he? 

1 Keep. Ay, that's all I want to know. | 

Maſt. Where's the Boy, ye Slut you ? Where's the Boy ? 

Fool. The Boy's gone a Maying ; he'l bring me home a Cuckow?s Neſt, 
Do you hear, Maſter ? I put my Cloaths off, and I dizgn'd him; I pinn'd 
a Plume in his Forehead, and.a Feather, and buſ??d him twice, and bid him 
go ſeek his For tune. He gave me this fine Mony, and ihe gave me fine Wine 
too, and bid me ſop; aad gave me theſe trim Cloaths too, and put *em 
on, he did. _ - Alp. 1s this the Boy you'd ſhew me? © , 

Fool. Vil give you Two-pence, Maſter. 

Alp. Am | Fool'd on all lides ? I met a Fool in the Woods in a long 
py*d Coat ; they ſaid ſhe dwelt here. 

Maſt, That was the very Boy, Str. ; 

Fool. Ay, ay, ay; 1 gave him leave to play forfooth; hel come again 

morrow, and bring Peaſcods, 

AZajt. Pl Peaſcods your Bones, you Whore. 

Alp. Pox ©? your Fools afid Bedlams 3 Plague o? your Owls and Apes. 

Mafjt. Pray, Sir, be moderate; ſuch Accidents will happen ſometimes, 
take what care we can. _ | 

Alp. Damn Accidents : You're a Juggler, and I'm abug'd. 

Maſt. Indeed, Sir, you are not. 

Aip. 4Us falſe; I am abus'd, and I will be abus'd,, whether 'you will or 
No, Sir. [Enter Welchman. 

We. Whaw, Mr. Keeper. Alp. What a pox have we got here ? 

Fel. Give me ſome Cheeſe and Onyons ; give me ſome Waſh-prew ; I 
. have hunger in my pellies;z give me apundance. Pendragon was a Shentle- 
man, mark you, Sir? And the Organs at Frexiam were made by Reve- 
lations; there Is a Spirit plows and plows the Pellows, and then they ſing, 

Alp. W hy.this Moan Calf*s madder than all the reſt. Who the Devilis he ? 

Alaſe. Hes a Welco-man, Sir: He ran mad, becauſe a Rat eat np his Cheeſe, 

Alp. The Devil he did. 1, 1 will peat thy Face 2s plack as a plue Clout. 

aſt, He won't Hurt you, Sir, don't be atraid. 

Wl. Give me a great deal of Cuns : Thou art the Devils, I know thee 
by thy Tails : 1 will will peg thy Pums full of Pullets. | 

Alp.Fhis is the rareſt Raſcal! HeYpeaks as if h? had Buttermilk in's Mouth, 

We, Baſilus Manus is for an old Codpice, mark ye. I will porrow thy 
Urſip's Whore to Seal a Letter. 

Alp, Ha, ha, ha. aſt. Now he begins fo grow Villanous. 

Ald. Methinks he's beſt know. A1a/t. Take him away. 

Alp. he ſhane go. Maſt, He muſt, Sir. 

13/71. I will Sing, and dance, and do any thing, 

Alp.. Wilt thou declaim in Greek ? 

Scho, Do, and I'll confound thee. Vel. 1 will eat ſome Puddings, 

Eag. Pudding } where is't? Bak*d or Boid, Plums or Plain, *tis mine 
by 17agng Charta,— The King of Spain.cats W hite-Pot, 

| | Alp. 
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"Alp.” Oh brave Puglih Man * ? Wilt have any Beef, Boy ? | 

* Maſt. Nay, now, Str, y? have made him ſtark mad. Lay: hold of him 
there quickly, _ 

Eng. Beef! ye Gods ! Beef ! —Plehave that Ox for Supper— Knock 
him down——Chines, Surloins, Ribs, and: Buttocks, -- Lead me tothe French 
Camp—They fly ! they fly ! they fly ! ! they fly! they fly ! they fly. ' Huzzah ! 

Maſt. Away with him; he'l be ſo mad now, the Devil cam tame him. 
Take *em all away. [Exit Keeper and Madmen.] 

Alp. He ſhan'c go. What a Pox makes ye ſpoil company *' 

Maſt, Away with him, | fay. 

Alp. 1 gad Vle ſee him in's Lodging then ; I have a mind to ſup with 
him. If he's ſuch rare company now he's ſober, what will he be over a Bottle ?. 

1aſt; W hat the Devil would this old Spark be at ? I think he?s as mad 
as any of *em. [Enter —_— | 

Ful. (aſide He's in, and now have at him—Are you the Maſter, Sir ? 

Ataſt. Yes, What do you want ? 

Jul. 1 have a buſineſs from the Duke of 7Zedina, Is there not an old. 
Gentleman come lately here ? 

Aaſe. Yes; and a mad one too ; but he's no Priſoner. 

7u;, There's a Letter, pray read it—— (2/;de ) I ſhall be with you now, 
Paith, my old Maſter 3; PII rouze your Blood now to the purpoſe ; Fil 
teach ye to plague Women, ye old put you. 

Ataſt. This Letter tfays the Gentleman is Lunatick: I half ſuſpected it. 

Jul. ?Tis but too true, Sir; And ſuch pranks he has plaid 

Aaft. Aces ſome Man of note, I ſuppoſe, the Duke Commands me with 
ſuch care to look to him. He's in haſte too, I find, for his Recovery ; for 
he bids me ſpare no Correction. 

'Jul. He directed me to ſay the ſame thing to you, Pray, Sir, have no re- - 
zard to his Age or Quality : But ſince *is for hits Good, ſtrap him ſoundly, 

aſt. He ſhall have the ſharpeſt Diſcipline, 1 promiſe You, — Pray 
how did you get him hither ? 

Jul. By a Train I laid for. him; he's in Love with a Boy you muſt know; 
Liere lies his Crack. 

Ataſt, He came hither to ſcek one. 

Jul, Yes, I ſent him. We ſhould never have got him here by force. 

laſt. Here was a Boy laſt Night. Jul, He did not ſee him, did he ! 

AMaft. No ; he was {lipt away firſt, 

Ful. So much the better. Pray, Sir, look well to your Charge; I muſt 
jee him lodg*d beforel go; the Duke ordet'd me. I fancy you'l find him-- 
very rough. 

Maſt, Oh ! that's nothing. We are us'd to that ; we can be as rongy 
as he, Ple warrant him. 

5ul, See here he comes. =—— (a/ide) Oh! how it tictles me ! 

Enter Alphonſo and 24. Keeper. 

Alp. What doſt talk to me of noiſes? Pit have more noiſe. 1 love noiſe : 

- Pi] have *em all looſe together. Your Maſter has Jet my Boy looſe, and 
Pil do as much by his, 

2 Keep. Will you go out, and not ma e diſturbances here ? 

Alp. 1 won't go out, you Raſcal; 1] = em all oat with me, There 
no body mad here, but thee and thy Maſter, m———_ [ Irons ſoa.” Joy 
DIGVS.. 
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brave Boys Mad Boys! Mad Boys! 

Jul, Do you perceive him now ? ) 

aft. *Tis too apparent, — D'ye hear, Sir ? Pray will ye make leſs 
ſtir, and ſee your Chamber ?- Alp. Ha! RE 

2 Teep. Nay, I thought he wazs mad. I gad our Maſter has found him 
out. 1 1l-have one long lafh at your back, Yr faith, old Spark. 

Ataft. Come, Sir, will you retire quietly to your Chamber ? 

Alp. My Chamber! What doſt thou mean by my Chamber ? Where's 
the Boy, you Blockhead you 2 Y; 

HMaft. Look ye, Sir, weare People of few words here; either go quietly 
to your Chaniber, or we ſhall carry you there with a Witneſs, 

Alp. A ſtrange fellow this ! — And what Chamber is'c thou would"ll 
have me go quietly to ? 

AMaft, A Chamber the Duke has order'd to be prepard for you within ; 
you {hi!] be well lodg?d, dont fear. 

Ailp. The Duke / What, what, what haſt thou got-in thy. Head 2 what 
Doe, Monkey, ha? 

Aaft. Hetk ye, Sir, let me adviſe you, dow expoſe your ſelf; you are 
an old Genileman, and ſhou'd be Wife ;- you are a little mad, which you 
domt.perceive; your Friends have found it our, and have deliver'd you 
over to me, [Alph. Syits in bis Face,'}] =—— Say ye ſo, old Boy ? —— 
A hey! Seize him here, and fifty ſlaps o'th* back preſently. 

Ful. (aſide) Pm afraid they*il make him mad indeed. — Rare ſport / 

Alp. Hold, hold, hold, hold, hold. -—- Hark ye, Gentlemen, Gentlemen, 
one word, but one word. Pray do me the favour to ſhew me my Chamber. 

Maſt. O-ho ! Pm glad to .ſee you hegin ro come to your ſelf, Sir. I 
dow doubt, by the bleſſing of Heaven, and proper methods, to bring 
you to your ſenſes again. 

Alp. Yes, Sir, 1 hope-all will be well. Really I find my {cif at this time, 
as I think, very ſenfible——ot ſome ſtroaks o'the back. [ Aſtde. 

aſe. 1] can ſee your madneſs very much abated. 

Alp. Yes, truly, I hope it is; tho? I can't ſay but—a --I am ſtill— 
alittle diicompos'd. Maſt, There muſt be ſame time to reſtorc 
a Man. ome was not built in a day. But fince the Dake has io» mnch kind - 
nefs tor you to be in haſte for your Cure, when your next fi: comes, we'll 
double the Doſe, —Here, lead the Gentleman to his Chamber. But he muſt 
have no Supper to night; take care of that. Ap. Pray, Sir, may I ſleep? 

AZaft, & little you may; In the morning we*ll take 3o or 40 Ounees of 
Blood away z which with a Watergrewel-Dyert for a Week or tendays, may 
mocerate things mightily. — Go carry him in, Pil tollow picſently, 

£ip. What a Wretch:d Dog am I! [ Exit Keepers and Alp. 

71afjt. You ſee, Sir, the Duke's Orders are obey'd. Jul. Pil not fall to 
acquaint him with it. Pray I=« the old Gentleman want nothing but his W its. 

1aſt, He ſhall be taken perfect care of, —-> My humble Duty to his 
Grace. [ Exit Maſter. 

Jul. So, now I think I have fix*d thee. This has ſucceeded rarely ! -=— 
 Tcou'd burlt with laughing now, Iye down and rowl about the Room, I'm 
fo tick\'d with it : But I have other buſineſs to do; now's my time to ſerve 
my Miltreis, Good Stars guide me wiere ſhe is, and I have nothing more 
-*@ ask you, but a Husbar? - CExit. 
ACT 
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ACT 
Enter Seberto and Curio. 


Seb. OW Conſcience we have quite loſt him : He's not gone home 
we heard from thence this morning. 7 ; 

Car. Faith, let's Cen turn back ; this is but a Wildgooſe-Chace, 

Seb, No, hang't, let's ſee the end of theſe Adventures now we are out : 
They mult end ſoon one way or other, | 

Cur. Which way ſhall we go? We have ſcowr'd the Champion-Country, 
and all che Villages, already. | 

Seb, We'll beat theſe Woods; and if nothing ſtart, we'll to Segewia. 

Cur. I'm afraid he's ſick, or fallen into ſome danger. He has no Guide 
nor Servant with him: - 

Seb. Hang him, he's tough and hardy ; he'll bear a great deal. 

Cur. Shall we part, and go ſeveral ways ? | 

Seb. No, that will be melancholy ; let's een keep on together. -Come, 


well croſe here firſt ; and as we find the Paths,let them direct us. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Alinda and Juletea. 


Ful. Tndeed, Madam, 'tis very cruel in you to ſhew this ſtrange Miſtruſt 
of me. Have I not always ſerv'd you faichfully? Why do you ſhun 
me thus? What have I done to call my Truth in queſtion ? Bur I fee 
you are ſti]l doubtful ; *tis enough ; I'll leave you ; and may you light 
of one will ſerve you better. Farewel. 

41, Prithee forgive me. I know thou-art faithful, and thou art wel- 
come to me; a welcome Partner to my Miſeries, Thou know'fſt I love 
tnce too. | 

ul. T have indeed thought ſo. 

Al. Alas! my Fears have fo diſtra&ted me, I durſt not truſt my ſelf. 

Ful. Pray throw 'em by then, and let *em diſtra&t you fo no more ; 
at leaſt, conſider how to prevent 'em. Pray pat off this Fool's Coat ; 
tho” it has kept you ſecret hicherto, *tis known now, and will betray you. 
Your Arch-Enemy Roderigo is abroad, and a thoutand more are looking 
for you. 

p.- E know it, and wou'd gladiy change my Dreſs if I knew how : 
But, alas! I have no other. 

Ful, T'll equip you. I lay laſt night at a poor Widow's houſe here in 
the Thicket, where I'll carry you, and diſguiſe you anew ; my {elf too 
to attend you, 

Al. But haſt thou any Money ? for mine's ali gone. 

7u!, Enough for this occaſion ; I did not come out empty. 

(il, Haſt thou ſeen Rodwigo lately ? 

Jul. This very morning, in thefe Woods. Take heed, for he has got 
a new Shape. | 

Al. A Pilgrim's Habit, I know it. Was he alone? 

Tul, No, Madam. And, which made me wonder, he was in Com- 
pany with that very Pilgrim, that handlome Man you were concern'd 
you gave nothing to. | ; 


Al, Is't poflible ? F Tul. 
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7ul. The very ſame.— See how one may be deceiv'd ! I ſhou'd ne'er 
have thought him a Companion for ſuch a- Villain, 

41. Did they ſeem Friends ? 

Ful. The greateſt that cou'd be. 

Al. Intimate ? | | 

Jul, Walk'd with their Arms about one another's Waſte, 

41. What can this mean ? 

Fu]. Lord | how ſhe trembles ! 

Al. Canſt thou ſhew 'em me ? 

Tal. Not for the World in this Dreſs : But come with me to my Old 
Woman's ; and when we are new cas'd, Tl ſhew you any thing. 

Al. Let's be ſpeedy then, for 1 am full of Apitation. Come, as we 
20, Tl tell thee all my Secrets. 


Fa!, T'll keep *em faithfully. — This is the way, Madam. [ Exeunt, 


Enter Governor, Verdugo, and Citizens. 

Gow. Uſe all your Sports, good people, all your Solemnities ; *Tis the 
King's Birth-day, a Day we ought to honour. 

1 Cit, We will, Noble Governor, and make Segovia ring with Joy. 

2 Cit, We ſhou'd be a little more hearty in our Mirth tho?, if your 
Honour wou'd take into your Conſideration .the Miſeries we ſuffer by 
theſe Outlaws here. Our Trade's undone by *em, Strangers dare nor 
oe near us; beſides, our Wives and Daughters make woful Complaints 
of 'em. 


Gov. I'm ſorry for't, and have Orders from the King to help ye ; You 
ſhan't be long perplex'd with *em. 

3 Cir. 'Tis time they were routed truly ; for they grow fearful Confi- 
dent. They'll come to Church fometimes, and carry oft our Altar-Plate. 
Father Dominic has curs d 'em all till he's grown hoatrſe again ; fo he ſavs 
they are damn'd, which is ſome comfort. 

1 Cir. If your Honour were not here to awe 'em a little, they'd come 
and make us a Viſit at this good time. + | 

3 Cit, Yes; they'd eat all our Meat, drink up our Drink, ring our 
Bells backwards, piſs our our Bonefices ; and when their Mettle was up, 
have at the Faireſt i'faith. 

2 Cit. Nay, have at Ail : They are none of your nice ones. My poor 
Mother's Feurſcore and odd, and ſhe made fhift ro get her (elf raviſh'd 
amo:gſt em. 

Gov. Ars they ſo fierce ? D'ye hear, Verdugo ? after this Solemnity is 
over, I'll ſend you with a Party to attack *em. We'll ery if we can tame em. 

Yer. Their Captain Roder;go 15 to be piti'd ; A Gentleman, and.a brave 
Soldier too. 

Gov. The Court has not: rewarded him as his Services have deferv'd ; 
their neglet of him has urg'd him to this Courſe. 

Ver, They have a hungry Eye on his Eitate ; *tis That, I doubt, keeps 
back his Pardon. 


Gov. It had been paſs'd e're this elſe : but he wants Temper to diſcern 
the Caule. 


Vcr. Have you ne'er heard, Sir, of the Noble Pedro yet ? 
Gov, 
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Gov. Never. I fear he's dead. The Court bewails his loſs ; the King 
himſelf laments him. 

Ver. He has reaſon ; *twas in his Service he undid himſelf: And if.he 
had rewarded him as he deſerv'd, h'had had him ſtill to merit more. 

Gov. If he be ſtill alive, and e're returns, I know he is reſolv'd to 
make him happy. But come, let's to the Church, and there begin the 
Celebration of our Royal Maſter's Birth-day. 

Enter Roderigo and Pedrd. 

Rod. How ſ{weet theſe ſolitary Places are! how wantonly the Wind 
blows through the Leaves, and Courts and Plays with 'em ! Will ye fic 
down and ſleep ? *'Tis wondrous Hot. 

Ped, I cannot ſleep,;my Friend : My Heart's too watchful to admit of 
Slumbers. a 

Rod. The Murmurs of this Stream perhaps may lull you into Reſt: 
Hark ! the Birds join too to Eaſe you. Pray fit down. 

aſide.) 1 fain wou'd wooe his Fancy into Peace; I ſee 'tis much di- 
fturb'd ——- Will you not try to take a moment's Reſt ? 

Ped. It is impoſlible : Have you ſeen no one yet ? 

Rod. No Creature. 

Ped. What ſtrange Muſick was that we heard far off ? 

Rod. T cannot gueſs ; it was uncommon ; ſometimes it ſeem'd hard 
by, at leaſt I thought ſo. | 

Ped, It pleas'd me much: what cou'd it be ? here's no Inhabitants. 

Rod. They talk of Fairies, and ſuch airy Beings : If there are ſuch, 
methinks they cou'd not chuſe a lovelier Dwelling. 

Ped. . Thoſe Rocks there look like inchanted Cells, form'd for ſuch In- 
habitantss Hark ! more Muſick ! | Muſick, | *Tis here again! Hark ' 
gentle Roderigo ! O Love ! what fuel's this to feed thy Flame ? O Alinda! 


Rod. afide. By all his Woes, he weeps. | They Ize down. 
| Enter Alinda and Juletta like Oid Women, 
Rod. What are theſe ? Ped. What! 


Rod. Thoſe there ; thoſe things that come upon us: Did not I ſay 
theſe Woods had Wonder in 'em ? ; 

Ful. Now you may view 'em : There are the Men you wiſh'd for. 
There they are both; Now you may boldly talk with *em, and ne're be 
gueſs'd at. Don't be afraid : See! they're ſurpriz'd ! they don't know 


what to make of us! 
Alin. I tremble! —— 
Jul. Then you ſpoil all: . Take Courage and attack 'em , T'll bring 


you off I'll warrant ye. - 
Alin. *Tis he and Roderigo 5 What Peace dwells in their Faces 2 What 


a friendly Calm ? 
Red. They ſeem Mortal : They come upon ws ſtill. 
Ped. Let's meet'em ; Fear won't become us. Hail Reverend Dames ! 
Alin. What, do you ſeek, good Men ? 
Ped. We wou'd ſeek happier Fortunes. 
Alin. Seek *'em, and make em. : 
Lie not ſtill, nor longer here z j Be Conſtant, Good, in Faith beclear, 


Hereinhabits nought but Fear; _ will wait ye everywhere. F 
2 Ped. 
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Ped. Whither ſhou'd we go ? For we believe thee, and will obey thee. 
Alin. Go to Segovia; and there before the Altar pay thy Vows, thy 
Gifts and Prayers ; unload thy Heavineſs. 
There ſhed thy mcurnful Tears, and gain thy Suit ; 
Such honeſt noble Showres ne'er wanted Fruit. 
Ful. to Rod. And next for you. 
See how he Quakes ! 
A ſecure Conſcience never ſhakes. 
Thou haſt been ill, be fo no more z 
A good Retreat, is a great Store: 
Thou haſt Commanded Men of Might ; 
Command thy'felf, and then thou're right. 
. Command thy Will, thy foul Defires ; 
Quench thy wild, unhallow'd Fires. 
Command thy Mind ; let that be pure; 
A Blefling then thou may 'ft procure. 
Take ſage Advice.: Go fay thy Prayers ; 
Thou haſt as many Sins as Hairs. 
Of Lawleſs Men , a Lawlefs Chief ; * 
A Rebel bloody, and a Thief. 
Retire thou 'Trembling Guilt, retire ; 
And purge thee perfe& in his Fire : 
His Life obſerve ; be that thy Guide, 
And Heav'n may then be on-thy ſide. 
Tal. At Segovia, both appear. | 
Alin, Be wile, and Happineſs is near. 
Both. Be wiſe, and Happineſs is near. [ Excunt. 


Red. Aſtoniſhment! what can this mean ? They know my very Soul. 

Ped.. Mine they've Inſpir'd : — Be wiſe, and Happineſs is near. Thoſe 
were their parting words. They had the awful Sound of ſacred Truth, and 
I have faith to Comfort me. Come on my Friend. The Oracle enjoyns 
an eaſy Pilgrimage. Let's try what Fate intends us. [ Exeunt. 


[ Enter Maſter of the Mad-bouſe, Seberto and Curio. | 


Curi. We have told you what he is, what time we have ſought him, 
his Nature and his Name, The ſeeming Boy too. We have given you 
I think a fair Account of. | | 

Seb. That the Duke ſhou'd ſend that Letter, is Impoſlible ; He knows 
him not. And for his madneſs, that we both can clear him of. A Hu- 
mouriſt he is indeed a great one, violent too on every ſmall occaſton -— 
but no more— * | 

Curi. *T was ſome Trick that brought him hither z Th' Letter and the . 
Page, both Counterleits : If therefore you'd be well advis'd, don't keep 
tum longer here. 

Mas, Gentlemen you have ſatisfied me, and Fl releaſe him : Tho? T 
muſt confeſs, whether you'l” call it madneſs or not, I believe a little 
more of our Diſcipline wou'd do the old Gentleman a kindneſs. Bur 
I'll diſpute no longer —you ſhall have him. 

Sev. Sir, we thank you. | [ Enter Lopez. 


Mar. 


- 
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Mas. Here, bring out the old Gentleman, I believe he may be ſome- 
thing weak, for we have Dieted him low, and taken a good deal of 
Blood from him. | I 
Curi.. Poor Alphonſo. 
[ Enter Keeper with Alphonſo. ] 
Seb. Poor Alphonſo indeed ! Was there ever ſuch a Skeleton! Sir, I'm 
glad once more to meet with you, : (70 Alphon. 
Curi, Pm overjoy'd to find you. | t 
Alph. Soft, no flights : Paſſions are all forbid here. Let your Tongue 
go like a Pendulum, ſteddy : or that Gentleman there will regulate your 
Motion, with fifty Stroaks o* the back preſently. 
Seb. There's no: Danger: You are ſafe too; we have ſatisfied the 
Maſter, who, and what you are; And he has conſented to releaſe you. 
Mas. Yes, Sir, theſe Gentlemen have aſfur'd me you are a ſober Per- 
ſon, ſo T ask your excuſe for what's/paſt, and reſtore you to your Liberty: 

Alp. Very .conciſe indeed : Sir,, I am much beholding to you traly, 
and do confeſs with great humility I have.not deſerv'd the Favours you 
have been pleas'd to beltow upon me. Bur if I have the Honour to ſee 
you at my Houſe, I ſhall not forget to return your Bounty with ſome 
Strokes of Acknowledgement. 

Mas. Sir, your very humble Servant. 

Alp. Sir, Entirely yours. L 

Mas. Farewel Gentlemen. [ Exit Maſter. 

Alp. Come Friends, one under one Arm, and t'other under t'other. 
I muſt make a pair of Crutches of ye —= 

Seb. You are very weak indeed. 

Curi, You look wretchedly, 

Alp. A little in Love only, that's all. Ah Seberro, Ah Curio = ſuch 
Diſcipline, the Lord have mercy on me.. Had I been here ll co mor- 
row morning, this Dog wou'd not have lefc me Six Ounces of Blood in 
my whole Body. | 

Seb. Can you imagine who put this Trick upon you ? 

Alph. The Devil co be ſure ; but who gave him his Cue I can't tell—-. 
Come, Carry me off: Lead me to Church, I'm in a very Religious fit 
at this time, and will give ſome ſmall Thanks for my Delivery : when: 


that's over, T'll be reveng'd.” [ Exit. 
SCENE aan Altar. [Solema Muſick. 


Enter Governor, Verdugo, Courtiers, Ladies, who make 
their ſeveral Offerings Kneeling, 


Gov. This — To Devotion facred be. 
This — To the Kings Proſperity. 
This — To the Queen, and Chaſtity. 
Cor. Sings, Long live the King ; 
Prolong ye Powers, Prolong his Sway ;. 
Repeat, repeat this Joyful Day, | 
Long live the King. oo 


Ver, 


Ped. 
Red. 
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Co. 


Alp. 


i Comfort. 


T1 Alind. 


Fuler. 


Long live the King, &c. 


Fule. Here they all are, Madam, but fear nothing : The Place protects | 
you. MY old Bilboa Maſter, o' my Conſcience. How in the name of 
miſchief got he out ? but they have pepper'd him I ſee. That's ſome 


Alin. Hail to this ſacred Place. [Going to the Altar, 
| Seb. *Tis She, ſure. 
"ih Cur. *Tis, certainly. 

fl! Ped. Is it a Viſion? or 1s it She? 

ol Rod. *Tis the, and what you were fortold is now at hand. Rejoice, 
1's my Friend, for happineſs attends you. 

Pg Gov. af:de, What is't theſe Strangers -ſeem ſo much ſurpriz'd at? 

' Alph. T had a Daughter once with juſt fuch a young whoriſh Leer as 
that : A Filly too, that waited on her ; much ſuch a Slut as tother. 
Are they come to keeping of Goats: 'tis very well. 


— 


-Our ſacrifice we hither bring, 
And ſue for Bleflings on the King. 


_ May her Glories ſpring and flow, 


( 40) 
Theſe Oblations firſt we bring 

To Purge our ſelves: Theſe to the King : 

To Love and Beauty theſe: Accept our Offering, 
Long live the King, &c. 

- Enter Pedro and Roderigo. 

For our ſelves firſt Thus we bend ; 


| Forgive us Heaven, and be our Friend. G 


With Glory bleſs, and Long preſerve 
The Prince we do, or ought to ſerve ; 
Accept our Offerings we Implore ; 
The Peace which we have Loſt reſtore. 
Give me Alinda, and I askno more. 
Long Live the King, &c. 
Enter Alphonſo, Curio, Seberto. 

For my Loſt Wits (Let me ſee) 

Firſt I pray ; and Secondly, 

To be at home again and Free; 
And-if I Travel more, — hang me. 
Next for the King, and for the Queen, 
That they be wile, and never ſeen 
Where I was, in the Madman's Inn. 
For my Daughter I ſkould pray ; 
But ſince the Strumpet's run away, 

In Heaven's preſence I forſake her 

And give the Devil leave to take her. 


Enter Alinda and Juletta ;ke Shepherdeſſes. 


Thus we knee], and thus we pray, 
Happineſs attend this Day. 


Theſe of Purple, Damask, Green, 
Sacred to the Virtuous Queen, 
Here we hang; As theſe ate now, 
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Alind. Theſe for our ſelves, our Hopes and Loves, 

6 Full of Pinks and Ladies Gloves. 
Of hearts-eaſe too, which we wou'd fain, 
As we labour for, Attain. / 
Hear me Heav'n, and asI bend © 
With faith and hope, ſome comfort ſend ; 
Talctt. Hear her, hear her, if there be 
A ſpotleſs Sweetneſs, this is She. 

Co. Long live the King, &c. | 

Pe4, Now Roderigo T may ſtand in need of your Afiiſtance. 

Red. My Life is yours. 

Ped. Then with a Joy that Lovers know, but none can elſe conceive, 
Let me approach this beautcous Wanderer. 

Alin, O Pedro, 

Ped. My Life, my Heav'n. 

Alp. Pedro; the Devil it is? 

Gov. Pedro, Noble Pedro, are we fo happy to have you ſtill among us ! 
This is an Unexpected Blefling. 

Alph. aſide. A very Great Blefling indeed. 

Ped. In ſpite of all my Griefs, Life ſtill prevails : Fate ſeems to have 
ſome farther buſineſs for me ; if 'tis to wander on with fruitleſs Care, and 
buffet ſtill with Diſappointments, ler Manhood be my Aid. But if the 
ſullen cloud that long has lowring bung about my head, be deſtin'd to 
withdraw, *tis the warm Influence of your blefling Sir, that muſt dif- 
perſe it. | | Kneels to Alphonſo. 

Alp. I bleſs thee!: ha, ha :=—- Damn thee. _ 1 | | 

Gov. Sir, tho* I am a Stranger both to you, and the Requeſt the No- 
ble Pedro makes you, his merit's ſo well known to me, that I muſt be 
his ſecond in his ſui, and tell you nothing can er'e be in your Power to 
grant , but his deſert may claim. — 

£lp. T don't know what his deſert may claim, Governor ; But if he 
claims any thing but a Gallows, he's a very impudent Fellow. 

Rod. Perhaps I being a Mediator, Sir, may change your thoughts of him-- 

Alp. Roderigo ? 

Rod. Roderigo, Sir, becomes a ſupplicant for Pedro, that you wou'd bleſs 
your ſelf in bleſiing him, and bleſs him with the Fair 4/inda. 

Alp. afide. Here's a Dog for you : He finds the Jade's a Scawperer, fo 
he has a inind to be off of the Lay. | 

ro Rod. Are you ſerious in this requeſt, Sir ? 

Rod. Mot ſerious, Sir, 

Alp. aſide. T believe you may. Let me fee: he has a-mind to be rid 
of her, why ſhould not 1? Pedro's a Dog, and if EF cou'd+hang him, I 


wou'd. But lince I can't, I'll be reveng'd another way : He ſhall marry 


the Whore. 

to Ped, Look ye Sir; and Madam, | Rowing to Alinda, | I have made 
ſome ſhore Refletions upon the preſent Poſture of Afﬀairs, and am come 
to a ſhort Concluſion, As to my Blefling, I can't Conveniently ſpare it 
you ; but if you can contrive to bleſs one another, you may &'en be as 


Bleſſed as you pleaſe. 
Ped, 


| (42) 

Ped, Moſt Generous Alphonſo. — | 

Alp. Moſt Courtly Pedro: you may ſpare your Compliment ; for if you 
take my word for it, the PrefentT have made you do's not deſerve it. 

'Fule, But I that know her better than he that got her, ſay ſhe deſerves 
the world. ——— 

Ap. Hark you, Madam, you had a Gillian once ; nimble Chaps I think 
we ca!l'd her : Pray is this the Lady? . 

Fule. No, Sir, She's at home as you.order'd her ; I'm a little Footboy 
thac walk a Nights, and Frighten- eld Gentlemen, make *em loſe Hats 


and Cloaks. | | 
Alp. And Horſes too, ha? | 
7 ule. Sometimes I do Sir, when the Caſe requires it. I teach 'em the 


way too through Hedges and Ditches: And how to break their Shins 


againſt a Stile. 
Alp. A very pretty Art truly. 
Fule. Sometimes I'm a Drum, Sir; a Drum at midnight, Ran tan 


dan, dra dan tan, Sir; a Page too upon occaſion to carry Letters for 
the ſecuring of old Strolers. 

Alph. Thou arc the Devil. 

ule. I'm worſe, Sir, I'm an old Woman ſometimes that tells Fortunes, 

, \Ro#. Ha: 

fule. And fright Pilgrims, and {end *em (C0) Segovia for their Fortunes. 
{ am Muſick too, any thing to do her good. And now ſhe has got her 
Lover, I am 7«{t:a again, and at your ſervice Sir, if you pleaſe to 
forgive me. ; # 

£lp, T dare do no otherwiſ2, leſt thou ſhou'dſt follow me ſtill : fo I 
defire we may be Friends with all my heart; and Gentlemen, if any of 
you have a mind to marry her — 

Fule, Sir, T am oblig'd to you ; but I'm marry'd to my Miftrifs ; with 
her I hope to paſs ſome three or fourfcore Years ; ſo when you have any 
more Pranks to Play, Sir, you know where to have me-—. 

Zlp. *Tis very well, I ſhat! be ſure to ſend to thee. 

Ped, One. reconciliation more lies on my hands: In which I muſt 
engage th' generous Governor. Roder:igo, Sir, is not unknown to you ; 
nor is he a Stranger to our intereſt with the King. I hope you will 
employ it to re{fore him. 

Gov. The King indeed 15 much incens'd but when his merit ſhall be 
laid before him, 1 hope he'll 5nd it eaſy to forger his Crimes. Be it my 
Care to fer him right at Court. 

Alp. And mine to get home to my houſe again ; and if T leave it for 
fuch another Expedicon, | 

To JFule, May'{t thou be my Fellow-Trave'ler. 

Gov. T hope before you go, Sir, you'l ſhare with us, an Entertainment 
the late great Pocc of our Ag? prepar'd co Celebrate this Day, Let the 
Maſque begi: | 


SONG 


Lay 


SONG of a $:bolar and his Miſtreſs, 
who being Crols'd by their Friends, 
fell Mad for one another ; and now 
firſt meet in Bedlam. 


Written by Mr. DxryYpen. 


a _— ————— — — 


Muſick within.) 


[ The Lovers enter at Cp te Doors , each held 
' &S 4a Keeper. | 


Phillis, FW Ook, look, I ſee--- I ſee my Love appear : 
'Tis he----"Tis he alone ; 
For, like him, there is none : 


- *Tis the dear, dear Man, tis thee, Dear. 


G Amyntas 
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Amyntas. Hark | the Winds War ; 
The foamy Waves roar ; 
[ ſee a Ship afar, 
Tofling and Toſling, and waking to da Shoar : 
But what's that I View, 
So Radiant of Huc : 


St, Hermo, St. Hermo, that fits upon the Sails ? 
Ah! No, no, no. 


St. Hermo, Never, never ſhone ſo bright ; 


'T'is Phillis, only Phillis, can ſhoot ſo fair a Light. 
"Tis Phillis, tis Phillis, that ſaves the Ship alone, | 


For all theWinds are huſh'd,and the Storm is over- | 
[ blown, 


Phillis. Ler me go, let me run, ler me fly to his Arms. 


Amyntas. 


Phillis. 


: Amyntas. 
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Amyntas. Tf all the Fates combine, 


And all the Furies join, | Charm. 


_ Tl force my way to Phillis,and break through the 


[ Here they break from their Keepers ; run to 


each other, and embrace. | 


Shall I Marry the Man FI love ? 

And ſhall I conclude my Pains ? 
Now bleſt be the Powers above, 
[ feel the Blood bound in my Veins 
With a lively Low it began to move, 


And the Vapours leave my Brains. 


Body join'd ro Body, and Hearc join'd co Heart, 


To make ſure of the Cure ; 


Go call the Man in Black,to mumbte o're his parr. 


Ga Phillis, 
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Phillis, But ſuppoſe he ſhould ſtay---- 
myntas. At worlt if he delay ; 
"Tis a Work muſt be done ; 
Well borrow but a Day, 


And the better the ſooner begun. 


Crnuorus of Both. 
At worſt if he delay, &c. 


[They run out together hand in hand. 


THE 


Secular Maſque. 


Written by Mr. DRID EN. - _— 


Enter Janus. 


Janus. Hronos, Chronos, mend thy Pace, 

An hundred times che rowling Sun. þ. 
Around the Radiant Belt has run . 
In his revolving Race. 


Behold, behold, che Goal in fight, - 
Spread thy Fans, and wing thy flight; 


Entes © 


> 
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Enter Chronos, with a Scythe in bu hand, 
and -a-great Globe on bis "Bach, which he 
ſets down at his entrance. 
Chronos. Weary, weary of my weight, 
Let me, let me drop my Freight, . # 
And leave the World behind. 
I could not bear 
Another Year 


The Load of Human-kind. 
Enter Momus Laughing. 


Momus. Ha! ha! ha! Ha! ha! ha! well haſt.ahou done, 
_ Tolay down thy Pack, 
And lighten thy Back, 
The World was a'Fool, cer ſince it begun, 
And 


G | 
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And ſince neither Janus, nor Chronus, nor I, 


Can hinder the Crimes, - 


Or mend the Bad Times, 


'Tis better to Laugh than to Cry. 


Co.ofall 3» "Tis better to Laugh than to Cry. 


Janus. 


Chronos. 


Diana, 


Since Momus comes to laugh below, 
Old Time begin the Show, 
That he may ſee, in every Scene, 


What Changes in this Age have been, 


Then Goddeſs of the Silver Bow begin. 


Eforns, or Hunting- Muſique within. 
Enter Diana. 


With Horns and with Hounds I waken the Day. 
And hye to my Woodland walks away; 
I tuck up my Robe, and am buskin'd ſoon, 


And tye to my Forchead a wexing Moon. 


I courle 


ON 
[ courſe the flect Stagg, unkennel. che Fox, 


And chaſe the wild Goats or'e ſummets of Rocks, 
With ſhouting and hooting we piercethro'che Sky; 
And Eccho turns Hunter, and doubles the Cry. 


Cho.of all. ith ſhouting and hooting, we pierce through the Skie, 


Janus, 
Chronos. 
Diana. 


Momus. 


And Eccho turns Hunter, and doubles the Cry. 
Then our Age was in it's Prime, 

Free from Rage. 

—— —— And free from Crime. . 

A very Merry, Dancing,. Drinking, 
Laughing, Quathag, and unthinking Time, 


Cho.of all. They our Age was in it s Prime, 


Free from Rage, and free from Crime, 
A very Merry, Dancing, Drinking, 


Laughing, Ouaffne, and unthinking Tins,” 


Dance of Diana's Attendants. 


Enter 
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Enter Mars. 


Mars. Inſpire the Vocal Braſs, Inſpire 
The World is paſt its Infant Age : 
Arms and Honour, 
Arms and Honour, 
' Set the Martial Mind on Fire, 
And kindle Manly Rage. 
| Mars has lookt the Sky to Red ; 
And Peace, the Lazy Good, is fled. 
Plenty, Peace, and Pleaſure fly ; 
The Sprightly Green 
In Woodland-Walks, no more is ſeen ; 
The Sprightly Green, has drunk the Tyrian Dye. 
Cho.of all, Plenty, Peace, &Cc. 


H Mars 
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Mars. Sound the Trumpet, Beat the Drum, 
Through all: the World around ; 


Sound a Reveille, Sound, Sound, 


The Warrior God is come. 


Cho.of all. Sound the Trumpet, &c. 


Momus, Thy Sword within the Scabbard keep, 
And let Mankind agree ; 
Better the World were faft aſleep, 
Than kept awake by Thee. 
The Fools are only thinner, 
| With-all our Coſt and Care ; 
Bur neither fide a winner, 


For Things are as they were. 


Cho.of all. 'The Fools are only, &c. 


Bi 


Enter Venus. 


Venus, Calms appear, when Storms are paſt 
Love will have his Hour at laſt : 


Nature is my kindly Care ; 


Mars deſtroys , and I repair ; 
Take me, take me, while you may, 
Yenus comes not evry Day. 


Cho.of all. Take her, take her, &c. 


Chronos. The World was then fo light,. 
I ſcarcely fele the Weight ; 
Joy rul'd the Day, and Love the Night. 
But ſince the Queen of Pleaſure left. the Ground, 
I faint, I lag, 
And feebly drag 


The pond rous Orb around. 


Momns, + 
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| Momus. All, all, of a piece throughour ; , 


Pointing}. Thy Chaſe had a Beaſt in View ; 


A 


to Mars. Thy Wars brought nothing abour ; 
J 


REED 


toVenws. Thy Lovers were all untrue. 
Janw. "Tis well an Old Age is out, 
Chro»© And time to begin a New. 


Cho.of all. All, all, of a piece throughout ; 
Thy Chaſe had a Beaſt in View ; 
Thy Wars brought nothing about 
Thy Lovers were all untrue. 


Tis well an Old Age is ont, 


And time to begin a New. 


Dance of Huntſmen, Nymphs, $ 


Warriours and Lovers. 
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